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1 Exuftant praise to the Redeemer. 

1 FOR a thousand tongues, to sing 
My great Redeemer's praise ; 

The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace 1 

2 My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim; 

To 6})read through all the earth 
abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 

3 Jesus ! the name that charms our 

fears. 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
'Tis music in the sinner's ears, 
'Tis life, and health, and peace. 

4 He breaks the power of canceled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 

His blood can make the foulest clean; ' 
His blood availed for me. 

5 He speaks, and, listening to his 

voice, 
New life the dead receive ; 
Tlie mournful, broken hearts rejoice ; 
The humble j)oor believe. 



6 Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye 
dumb. 

Your loosened tongues employ ; 
Ye blind, behold your Saviour come; 

And leap, ye lame, for joy. 

CharlM Wei 
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Worekipi'ng the Lamb, 



1 Come, let us join our cheerful songa 
With angels round the throne ; 

Ten thousand thousand are their 
• tongues, 
But all their joys are one, 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died,« 

they cry, 
'' To be exalted thus ! '' 
" Worthy the Lomb ! ^^ our hearts 

reply. 
•'* For he was slain for us.'' 

3 The whole creation join in one, 
To bless the sacred name 

Of him that sits upon the throne. 
And to adore the Lamb. 

liuM Wat<it 
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3 Wonhip the King, 

1 WORSHIP the King all-glorious 

above, 

And gratefully sing his wonderful 
love ; 

Our Shield and Defender, the An- 
cient of days. 

Pavilioned in splendor, and girded 
with praise. 

2 t«ll of his might, and sing of his 

grace, 

Whose robe is the light, whose can- 
opy space ; 

His chariots of wrath the deep thun- 
der-clouds form, 

And dark is his path on the wings of 
the storm. 

3 Frail children of dust, and feeble 

as frail, 
In thee do we trust, nor find thee to 

fail. 
Thy mercies how tender ! how firm 

to the end ! 
Our Maker, Defender, Eedeemer, 

and Friend. sir Robert Oront. 
4 The Lord wiU provide, 

1 Though troubles assail, and dang- 
ers affright. 

Though friends should all fail, and 
foes all unite, 



Tet one thing secures us, whatever 

betide. 
The promise assures us, " The Lord 

will provide.^' 

2 The birds, without barn or store- 

house, are fed ; 
From them let us learn to trust for 

our bread : 
His saints what is fitting shall ne'er 

be denied. 
So long as 'tis written, " The Lord 

will provide/' 

3 No strength of our own, nor good- 

ness we claim ; 
Our trust is all thrown on Jesus's 

name: 
In this our strong tower for safety 

we hide ; 
The Lord is our power, " The Lord 

will provide." 

4 When life sinks apace, and death 

is in view. 
The word of his graco shall comfort 

us through : 
Not fearing or doubting, with Christ 

on our side, 
We hope to die shouting, •' The Loi\l 

will provide/'' 

Johu Newton. 
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6 Invocation of the Hdy Spirit 

1 Come, Holy Ghost, in love, 
Shed on us from above 
Thine own bright ray ! 
Divinely good thou art ; 
Thy sacred gifts impart 
To gladden each sad heart : 
come today ! 



2 Come, tenderest Friend, and best, 

Our most delightful Guest, 

With soothing power : 
Eest, which the weary know. 
Shade, mid the noontide glow, 
Peace, when deep griefs overflow. 

Cheer us, this hour ! 

3 Come, all the faithful bless ; 
Let all who Christ confess 

His praise employ : 
Give virtue's rich reward ; 
Victorious death accord, 
And, with our glorious Lord, 

Eternal joy ! 

Robert II., King of Prance. Tr. Ba7 Palmer. 



5 InvoccUion of the Trinity. 

1 Come, thou almighty King, 
Help us thy name to sing, 
Help us to praise : 

Father all glorious, o'er all victorious. 
Come, and reign over us, 
Ancient of days ! 

2 Come, thou incarnate Word; 
Gird on thy mighty sword. 

Our prayer attend ; 
Come, and thy people bless, 
And give thy word success : 
Spirit of holiness. On us descend ! 

3 Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy sacred witness bear 

In this glad hour : 
Thou who almighty art. 
Now rule in every heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 

Spirit of power ! 

4 To thee, great One in Three^ 
Eternal praises be. 

Hence evermore : 
Thy sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see. 
And to eternity Love and adore ! 

Cliarles WeBle7. 
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7 ^^ ihefuUneas qfpeouse andjny, 

1 Lord, diFmiss us with thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 

Let us each, thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace ; 

refresh us. 
Traveling through this wilderness. 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy gospel's joyful sound ; 

May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abouud ; 

May thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 

3 So, whene'er the signal's given 

Us from earth to call away. 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey, 

May we ever 
Eeign with Christ in endless day. 

Walter Shirley. 
8 The apostolic benedtdion. 

May the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundless love, 

With the Holy Spirit's favor, 
Rest upon us from above : 

Thus may we abide in union 



With each other and the Lord ; 

And possess, in sweet communion, 

Joys which earth cannot afford. 

John Mewton, 
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Heacerdy joy anticipated 



1 In thy name, Lord, assembling, 
We, thy people, now draw near : 

Teach us to rejoice with trembling ; 
Speak, and let thy servants hear : 
Hear* with meekness. 
Hear thy word with godly fear, 

2 While our days on earth are length- 

ened. 
May we give them; Lord, to thee : 
Cheered by hope, and daily sti'ength- 

ened. 
May we run, nor weary be, 

Till thy glory 
Without cloud in heaven we see. 

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter, 
All thy people shall adore ; 

Sharing then in rapture greater 
Than they could conceive before : 

Full enjoyment, 
Full and pure, for evermore. 

XLomtM K«Uy. 



KICJBA. 19,19.10. 



Bar. Jam Bieeam ttraw. 
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10 Sols. ^, My- 

1 Holy, holy, holy, Lord Qod Al- 

mighty t 
Early in the morning our song 
Hhall rise to thee ; 

Holy, holy, holy, Merciful and Migh- 
ty, 
God in Tliree Persons Blessed 
Trinity. 

2 Holy, holy, holy 1 all the saints 

adore thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns 
around the glassy sea ; 
Cherubim and Seraphim falling 
down before thee, 

Which wert, and art, and ever- 
more shalt be. 



3 Holy, holy, holy, though the dark- 

ness hide thee, . 
Though the eye of sinful man thy 

gloiy may not see ; 
Only thou art holy ; there is none 

beside thee, 
Perfect in power, in love, and 

purity. 

4 Holy, holy, holy. Lord Glod Al- 

mighty ! 
All thy works shall praise thy 

name, in earth, and sl^, and 

sea; 
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and 

mighty, 
Qod in Three Persons, blessed 

Trinity I 
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11 Morning hymn. 

1 Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
High praises to the eternal King. 

3 All praise to thee, who safe hast 

kept. 
And hast refreshed me while I dept : 
Grant, Lord, when I from death 

shall wake, 
I may of endless life partake. 

4 Direct, control, suggest this day, 
All I design, or do, or say ; 

That all my powers, with all their 

might, 
In thy sole glory may unite. 

Thomas Ken. 

12 Morning prayer. 

1 Now doth the sun ascend the skv, 
And wake creation with its ray ; 

Keep us from sin, Lord most high, 
Through all the actions of the day. 

2 Curb thou for us the unruly tongue; 

Teach us the way of peace to prize ; 
And close our eyes against the throng 
Of earth's absorbins: vanities. 
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3 may our hearts be pure within ; 
No cherished madness vex the 

soul. 
May abstinence the flesh restrain, 
And its rebellious pride control. 

4 So when the evening stars appear. 
And in their train the darkness 

bring, 
May we, Lord, with conscience 
clear. 
Our praise to thy pure glory sing. 

Ambrose of Milan. Tr. by E. Gaswall. 
13 L'ght for those who sU in darkne»» 

1 Though now tlie nations nit 
. beneath 

•The darkness of overspreading death, 
God will arise with light divine, 
On Zion's holy towers to shine, 

2 That light shall shine on distant 
lands, 

and wandering tribes, in joyful 

bands, 
Shall come, thy glory, Lord, to see. 
And in thy courts to worship thee. 

3 light of Zion, now arise I 

Let the glad morning bless our eyes ; 
Ye nations, catch the kindling ray, 
And hail the splendors of the day. 

Leonard Baooa. 
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1 Sun of my soul, thou Saviour deal, 
It is not night if thou be near : 

O may no earthborn cloud arise 

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes. 

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My weary eyelids gently steep, 

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
Forever on my Ssiviour's breast. 

3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without thee I cannot live : 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 

4. If some poor wandering child of 

thine 
Have spurned, to-day, the voice 

divine, 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 

5 Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor 
With blessings from thy boundless 

store; 
Be every mourner's sleep to-night, 
Like infant's slumbers, pure and light. 

6 Come near and bless us when we 

wake. 
Ere through the world our way we 
take; 



Till, in the ocean of thy love. 
We lose ourselves in heaven above. 

John EBble* 
25 Morning m&'eU8,,dcdly diadpKne' 

1 New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely 

brought, 
Kestored to life, and power, and 
thought. 

2 New mercies, each returning day, 
Hover around us while we pray : 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 
New thoughts of God, new hopes of 

heaven. 

3 If on our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find. 

New treasure still of countless price 
Grod will provide for sacrifice. 

4 The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we ought to ask, — 
Boom to deny ourselves, a road 

To bring us daily nearer Goi 

5 Only, O Lord, in thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us this, and every day, 
To live more nearly as we i)ray. 

John KeblOi 
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\Q AMde with me, 

1 A-BIDB with me ! Fast fails the 

eventide, 

The darkness deepens — Lord, with 
me abide ! 

When other helpers fail, and com- 
forts flee, 

Help of the helpless, abide with mel 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's 

little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass 

away; 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 
thou, who changest not, abide with 

me! 

3 I need thy presence every passing 

hour : 
What but thy grace can foil the 

tempter's power ? 
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay 

can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, 

abide with me ! 

4 Hold thou thy cross before my 

closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom and point 

me to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's 

vain shadows flee ; 
In life, in death, Lord, abide with 

me ! Henrj F. Lyte 



17 Qou cf8erviee, 

1 Saviour, a^ain to thy dear name 

we raise 

With one accord our parting hymn 
of praise ; 

We stand to bless thee ere our wor- 
ship cease, 

Then, lowly kneeling, wait thy word 
of peace. 

2 Grant us thy peace upon our 

homeward way ; 
With thee began, with thee shall end 

the day ; 
Guard thou the lips from sin, the 

hearts from shame. 
That in this house have called upon 

thy name. 

3 Gmnt us thy peace, Lord, through 

the coming nis;ht. 
Turn thou for us its darkness into light; 
From harm and danger keep thy 

children free, 
For dark and light are both alike to 

thee. 

4 Grant us thy peace throughout our 

earthly life, 
Our l>alm in sorrow and our stay in. 

strife ; 
Then, when thy voice shall bid our 

conflict cease, 
Call us, Lord, to thy eternal peace, 

John Sllertoo. 
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Cbmimmioii toiiCA Ood. 



1 Softly now the light of day 
Fades upon our sight away ; 
Free from care, from labor free, 
Lord, we would commune with thee. 

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
Naught escapes, without, within, 

Pardon each infirmity. 
Open fault, and secret sin. 

3 Soon from us the light of day 
Shall forever pass away ; 
Then, from sin and sorrow free, 
Take us, Lord, to dwell with thee. 

Oeoxge W. OoaxM. 
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IhiUetion mughi. 



1 Now the daylight goes away. 
Saviour, listen while I pray, 
Asking thee to watch and keep, 
And to send me quiet sleep. 



2 Jesus, Savicur, wash away, 
All that has been wtong to-day ; 
Help me every day to be 

Qood and gentle, mere like thee, 

3 Let my near and dear ones be, 
Always near and dear to thee ; 
bring me and all I love. 

To thy happy home above. 

4 Now my evening praise I give; 
Thou didst die that I might live. 
All my blessings come from thee, 
how good thou art to me ! 

5 Thou my best and kindest Friend| 
Thou wilt loye me to the end I 

Let me love thee more and more, 
Always better than l)efore. 

Frances Bidlef HftreigaL 
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ZEPHYR. L.M. 
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£vening hymn. 



1 Glory to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the Ueasings of the light : 
Keep nie, keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath tHe shadow of thy wings. 

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear 

Son, 
The ill which I this .day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and 

thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may he. 

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 

glorious at the judgment-day. 
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happy day. 



4 let my soul on thee repose. 
And may sweet sleep mine eyelids 

close, 
Sleep, which shall me more vigorous 

make, 
To serve my God, when I awake. 

5 Lord, let my soul forever share 
The bliss of thy paternal care : 

'Tis heaven cm earth, 'tis heaven 

above. 
To see thy face, and sing thy love. 

Thomaa Ken. 



1 HAPPY day, that fixed my choice 
On thee, my Saviour and my God ! 
Wdl may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

2 happy bond, that seals my vows 
To him who merits all my love ! 

Let cheerful anthems fill his house, 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 

8 'Tis done, the great transaction's 
done; * 
I am my Lord's, and he is mine ; 
He drew me, and 1 followed on. 
Charmed to confess the voice 
divine. 

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart ; 
Fixed on this blissful center, rest; 

Nor ever from thy Lord depart. 
With him of every good possessed. 

5 High Heaven, that heard the 

solemn vow. 
That vow renewed shall daily hear, 
Till in life's latest hour I bow. 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 

Philip DoddxidjBe. 
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iSo/dly through another week. 



1 Safblt through another week, 
God has brought us on our way ; 

Let us now a blessing seek, 

Waiting in his courts to-day : 
Day of all the week best, 
IBmblem of eternal rest. 

2 While we pray for pardoning 

grace, 
Through the dear Bedeemer's 
name, 
'Show thy reoonciled face,. 

Take away our sin and shame ; 
From our worldly cares set free, 
Hay we rest this day in thee, 

3 Here we come thy name to praise; 
May we feel thy |)resence near ; 

May thy glorjr meet our eyes, 

While we in thy house appear : 
Here afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasing feast. 

4 May thy gospel's joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfoi't saints ; 

Make the fruits of gr^ce abound, 
Bring relief for M complaints : 
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till we join the Church above. 

John Kenton. 
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Worsfap the Oreator, 



1 Let us with a gladsome mind, 
Praise the Lord, for he is kind, 
For bis mercies shall endure, 

Ever faithful, ever sure. ^ 

Let us sound his name abroad, 
For of gods he is the Gkxi, 
Who by wisdom did create 
Heaven's expanse and all its state ; 

2 Did the solid earth ordain 
How to rise above the main ; 
Who, by his commanding riiight, 
Filled the new-made world with light: 
Caused the golden tressed sun- 

All the day his course to run ; 
And the moon to shine by night, 
'Mid her spangled sisters bright. 

3 All his creatures, God doth feed^ 
His full hand supplies their need ; 
He hath with a pitying eye 
Looked upon our misery : 

Let us, therefore, warble forth 
His high majesty and worth. 
For his mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

JohB ICataob 
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-Dcey of re&t and gladness. 



1 Qday otrest and gladness, 
day of joy and light, 

balm of care and sadness. 
Most beautiful, most bright : 

On thee, the high and lowly, 
Thro* ages joined in tune, 

Sing " Holy, holy, holy/' 
To the great God Triune. 

2 On thee, at the creation, 
The light first had its birth ; 

On thee, for our salvation, 

Christ rose from depths of earth ; 
,0n thee, our Lord, victorious, 

The Spirit sent from heaven; 
And thus on thee, most glorious, 

A triple light was given. 

3 To-day on weary nations 
The heavenly manna falls ; 

To holy convocations 
' The silver trumpet calls, 
Where gospel light is glowing 

With pure and radiant b^ms, 
And living water flowing 
With soul-refreshing streams. 

4 New graces ever gaining 
From this our day of rest, 

We reach the rest remaining 
. To spirits of the blest ; 



To Holy Ghost be praises, 

To Father, and to Son ; 
The Church her voice upraises 

To thee, blest Three in One. 

Christopher Wordt-WttilW 
25 ' ^^ *Ry '^ (^ JestM. 

1 I lay my sins on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God ; 

^He bears them all, and frees us 
From the accursed load ; 

1 bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains 

White in his blood most precioufli^ 
Till not a stain remains. 

2 I lay my wants on Jesus. 
All fullness dwells in him ; 

He healeth my diseases. 
He doth my soul redeem : 

I lay my griefs on Jesus, . 
My burdens and my cares ; 

He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrows shares. 

3 I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 

I lotig to be like Jesus, 
The Father's holy child : 

I long to be with Jesus 
Amid the heavenly throng. 

To sing with saints his praiseSi 
And learn the angels son?. 

HoraOiu Bcnt% 
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CHRIST— RESURRECTION, PRIESTHOOD, REIGN 
WARE. L.M. Geo. Eikoslbt. 
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Sufficiency of the atonements 



1 Jestjs, thy blood and right eousnees 
My beauty iare, my glorious drass ; 
'Midst flaming worlds, in these 

arrayed. . 
With joy shall I lift up my head* 

2 Bold shall I f<!tand in thy great day, 
For -^ho aught to my charge shall 

lay? 
EuUy a]^Ived through these I am, 
S78ai 'sin and fear, from guilt and 

shame. 

3 The holy, meek, unspotted Lamb, 
tVhb from the Fgther^s bosom came, 
Wlio dieS for me. e'en ine to atone, 
Ndw f^"my I^d and God I own. 

4JLiQid) I believb thy preciousjblood, 
>vKicH: at this iHercv-seat 6f (iod^ 
tf^ever doth f6r sifiiieiTH nleko.^^ i 
E^r me, e'SB for my'SSiil, was shed. 
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Christf King and Creator, 



5 Lord, I believe were sinners more 
THan sandl 8|on the ocean sho^. 
Thou hast for all a tansom paid. 
For all a full atonement made. 

llieolaiu L. Zinzendorf. Tr. by J, Wesley. 



1 Christ, our King, Creator, Lord, 
Saviour of all who trust thy word. 
To them who seek thee ever near. 
Now to our praises bend thine ear. 

2 In thy dear cross a grace is found. 
It flows from every streaming wound. 
Whose powQr our inbred sin controls, 
Breaks the firm bond and frees our 

souls. 

3 Thou didst create the stars of n ight. 
Yet thou hast veiled in flesh thy light; 
Hast deigned a mortal form to wear, 
A mortal's painful lot to bear. 

4 When thou didst hang upon the 

tree. 
The quaking earth acknowledged 

thee; 
When thou didst there yield up thy 

breath, 
The world grew dark as shades of 

death. 

5 Now in the Father's glory high, 
Great Conqueror, never more to clie, 
Us by thy mighty power defend, 
And reign through ages without end. 

Gregory the Oreat Tr. by B. Pulmer. 
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GOD— BEING AND ATTRIBUTES 



WELLESLwY. 8,7. 



LzzziB S. TovBjia. 




28 The wideness of Qo(Pa mercy, 

1 There's a wideness in God's mercy, 
like the wideness of the sea : 

There's a kindness in his jastice, 
Which is more than liberty. 

2 There is welcome for the sinner, 
And more graces for the good ; 

Tliere is mercy with the Saviour; 
There is healing in his blood. 

3 For the love of God is broader 
Than the measure of man's mind; 

And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 

4 If our love were but more simploy 
We should take him at his word; 

And our lives would be all sunshine 
In the sweetness of the Lord. 

Frederick W. Faber. 

29 Unchanging wiedam and love, 

1 God is love ; his mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ; 

Bliss he wakes and woe he lightens ; 
Gk)d is wisdom, God is love. 

2 Chance and change are busy ever; 
Man decays, and ages nwve ; 

• it his mercy waneth never ; 
God is wisdom, God is love, 

5 F/en the hour that darkest seemeth, 
Will his changeless goodness prove ; 



I 
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From the gloom his brightness stream- 
eth, 
God is wisdom, God is love, 

4 He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above ; 

Every-where bis glory shineth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Sir John Bowrizi^ 
30 ^xhotiaiion topmiae God. 

1 Peaise the Lord I ye heavens, 
adore him; 

Praise him, angels, in the height ; 
Sun and moon, rejoice before him ; 

Praise him, all ye stars of light. 

'2 Praise the Lord, for he hath 
spoken ; 

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed j 
Laws which never shall be broken, 

For their guidance he hath made. 

3, Praise the Lord, for he is glorious ; 

Never shall his promise fail ; 
God hath made his saints victorious ; 

Sin and death shall not prevail. 

4 Praise the God of our salvation ; . 

Hosts on high, his power proclaim; 
Heaven and earth, and all creation. 

Laud and majcnifv his name. 

Jolm Kempthorafii 



GOD--PROVIDENCE 



MAfYOAH. CM. 



F. J. Hatdv. 




31 Qratitude. 

1 When all thy mercies, my God, 
My rising soul surveys. 

Transported with the view, Pm lost • 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 how can words with equal 

warmth 
The gratitude declare, 
That glows within my ravished hearti^ 
But thou canst read it there. 

3 When in the slippery paths of 

youth, . 
With heedless steps I ran. 
Thine arm, unseen, cofiveyed md 
safe, 
And led me up to man. 

4 Through hidden dangers, toils and 

deaths. 
It gently cleared my way ; 
And through the pleasing snares of 

vice.* 
More to be feared than they. 

5 Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness Pll pursue ; 

And after death, in distant worlds, 
The pleasing theme renew. 

6 Through all eternity to thee 
A grateful song FU raise ; 



* But 0, eternity's too short 
To utter all thy praise. 

Joseph AddiiOB. 

32 Vmfyy thou artaOodihat lAinA thysti^. 

Isa. 45: 16. 

1 God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up his bright design8| 
And works his sovereign will. 

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage 

take : 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In Uessitigd on your head. 

4 Judge hot the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him 'for his grace •', 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour : 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain : 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain* 

William COwr«i^ 
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PRAYER AND PRAISE 



ORTONVILLE. CM. 



Thova« HAimrof. 
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The sweetest name. 



1 Jeeu9, the very thought of thee 
With sweetness fills the breast; 

But sweeter far thy face to see, 
And in thy presence rest. 

• 

2 No* voice can sing, no heart can 

frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than Jesus' name^ 
The Saviour of mankind, 

3 Hope of every contrite heart, 
P7 of all the meek, 

To those who ask, how kind thoa art! 
How good to those who.seek ! 

4 But what to those who find ? Ah, 

this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show : 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know. 

6 Jesus, our only joy be thou. 
As thou our prize wilt be ; 

In thee be all our glory now, 
And through eternity. 

Semaxd of Cialrvauz. Tr. by E. CaaweU. 
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Majestic sweetness. 



1 Majestic sweotness sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour's brow ; 

His head with radiant glories crowned, 
His lips with grace overflow. 

2 No mortal can with him compare, 
Among the sons of men ; 

Fairer is he than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 

3 He saw me plunged in deep dis- 

tress, 
He flew to my relief; 
For me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief. 

4 To him I owe my life and breath, 
And all the joys I have ; 

He makes me triumph over death. 
He saves me from the grave. 

5 To heaven, the place of his abode, 
He brings my weary feet ; 

Shows me the glories of my God, 
^nd, makes my joy complete. 

6 Since from his bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine. 

Had I a thousand hearts to give, 
Lord, theyshould all be thine, 

Samizel Stennett* 
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GOD— PROVIDENCE 



DENNIS. S.M. 



H. G. Nabgbli. 





35 ^^ gentleness hcUh made me great. 

Pa. 18 : 35. 

1 How gentle Grod's commands ! 
How kind his precepts are ! 

Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 
And trust his constant care. 

2 Beneath his watchful eye 
His saints securely dwell ; 

That hand which b^irs all nature up 
Shall guard his children well. 

3. Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind ? 

Haste to your heavenly Father's 
throne, 
And sweet refreshment find. 

4 His goodness stands approved, 
Unchanged from day to day : 

I'll drop my burden at his feet, 
And bear a song away. 

Philip Doddridge. 

36 Affltdim blessed. 

1 How tender is thy hand, 

thou most gracious Lord ! 
Afilictions came at thy command, 
And left us at thy word. 

2 How gentle was the rod 
That chastened us for sin I • 

How soon we found a smiling God 
.Where deep distress had been ! 



3 Now will we bless the Lord, 
And in his strength confide : 

Forever be his name adored. 
For there is none beside. 

Thomas Hdstioga.' 
37 -^^i things in Oirist. 

1 Thou very-present Aid 
In suffering and distress, 

The mind which still on thee is 
stayed, 
Is kept in perfect peace. 

2 The soul by faith reclined 
On the Eedeemer's breast, 

'Mid raging storms, exults to find . 
An everlasting rest. 

3 Sorrow and fear are gone, 
Whene'er thy face appears ; 

It stills the sighing orphan's moan. 
And dries the widow's tears. 

4 It hallows every cross ; 
It sweetly comforts me ; 

Makes me forget my every loss, 
And find my all in thee. 

5 Stripped of each earthly friend, 
' I find them all in one ; 

And peace and joy which never end, 
' And heaven, in Christ alone. 

Charles Weslej. 
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GOD-PROVIDENCE 



COOLING. CM. 



A. J« Abbvt* 





B8 ^he sure rtfuge. 

1 Thebe is a safe and secret place 
Beneath the wings divine, 

Reserved for all the heirs of grace ; 
be that refuge mine ! 

2 The least and feeblest there may 

hide • • 

Uninjured and unawed ; 
While thousands fall on every side, 
He rests secure in God. 

3 The angels watch him on his way, 
And aid with friendly arm ; 

And Satan, roaring for his prey. 
May hate, but cannot harm. 

4 A hand almighty to defend, 
An ear for every call, 

An honored life, a peaceful end. 
And heaven to crown it all ! 

Henry F. Lyte. 
39 Mtjomng in deliveramee. 

1 THOU, who, when we did com- 

plain. 
Didst all our griefs remove, 
Saviour, do not now disdain 
Our humble praise and love. 

2 Since thou a pitying ear didst give, 
And hear us when we prayed, 

We'll call upon thee while we live, 
And never doubt thy aid, 

3 To thee, Lord of life, we prayed, 
And did for succor flee ; 



" save," in our distress we said, 
" The souls that trust in thee." 

4 How good thou art 1 how large thy 

grace ! 
How ready to forgive ! 
Thy mercies crown our fleeting days ; 
And by thy love we live. 

5 Our eyes no longer drowned in 

tears. 

Our feet from falling free, 
Eedeemed from death and guilty- 
fears, 

Lord, we'll live to thee. ^ 

Charles Wetlef. 

40 ^^ ('^y 80ure€ of blessing, 

1 Jehovah, God, thy gracious power 
On every hand we see ; 

may the blessings of each hour 
Lead all our thought to thee. 

2 If on the wings of morn we speed, 
To earth's remotest bound, 

Thy hand will there our footsteps 
lead. 
Thy love our path surround. 

3 Fro^l mom till noon — till latest 

eve, 
Thy hand, Grod, we see ; 
And all the blessings we receive. 
Proceed alone from thee. 

John Thomsotw 
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WORSHIP 



WILMOT. e,7. 
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5 " Hasten, mortals, to adore him - 
Learn his name, and taste hip 

joy; 

Till in heaven ye sing before him, 
' Glory be to God most high ! '' 

John Cawood* 
42 2^ MaAer vnth us. 

1 All unseen the Master walketh 
By the toiling servant's side, 
Comfortable words he speaketh, 
While his hands uphold and guide. 

2 Grief, nor pain, nor any sorrow 
Eends thy heart, to him unknown| 
He to-day, and he to-morrow, 
Grace suflScient gives his own. 

3 Holy strivings nerve and 

strengthen, 
Long endurance wins the crown. 
When the evening shadows lengthen^ 
Thou shalt lay thy burden down. 

Thomas Alockellttr. 



41 Peace on earth, good-will to men, 

1 Hakk ! what mean those holy 

voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the 
sMes? 
Lo I the angelic host rejoices ; Heav- 
enly hallelujahs rise. 

2 Listen to the wondrous story, 
Which they chant in hymns of 

*' Glory in the highest, glory, 
(jlory be to God most high ! 

3 " Peace pn earth, good-will from 

heaven, 
Beaching far as man is found ; 
Souls redeemed and sins forgiven! 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 

4 " Christ is born, the great 
Anointed ; 
Heaven and earth his praises sing ; 
receive whom God appointed, 
For your Prophet, Priest, and 
• King. 
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THE CHURCH-GENERAL HYMNS 
HARWELL. 8, 7. B. , Ss. t. Miiah. 
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Ood her everlasting light 



1 Hear what God the Lord hath 
spoken : 
my people, faint and few^ 
Comfortlees, afflicted, broken, 
Fair abodes I build for you. 
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation 

Shall no more perplex your ways ; 
You shall name your walls 
" Salvation," 
And your gates shall all be 
" Praise." 



2 There, like streams that feed the 
garden, 

Pleasures without end shall flow. 
For the Lord, your faith rewar4ing, 

All his bounty shall bestow. 
Still in undisturbed possession, 

Peace and righteousness shall 

reign ; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of war again. 

3 Te, no more your suns, descending, 
Waning moons no more shall see ; 

But, your griefs forever ending, 
Find eternal noon in me : 

Grod shall rise, and, shining oV yon^ 
Change to day the gloom of night. 






Ho, the Lord, shall be your glory, 
God your everlasting light. 

Wil&m Oowpws. ! 
44 Ood in (he midat tf htr. 

1 Glorious things of thee are spoken , 
Zion, city of oiir Gk)d ; 

He, whose word cannot be broken. 
Formed thee for his own abode ; 

On the Rock of agas founded. 
What can shake thy sure repose ? 

With salvation^s walls surrounded. 
Thou may^st smile at all thy foes. 

2 See, the streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love 

Still supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove : 

Who can frint while such a fiver 
Ever flows our thirst to assuage ? 

Grace, which, like the Lord, the giver, 
Never fails from age to age. 

3 Eound each habitation hovering, 
See the cloud and fire appear. 

For a glory and a covering. 
Showing that the Lord is near I 

He who gives us daily manna, 
He who listens when we cry, 

Let him hear the loud hosanna 
Bising to his throne on high. 

John Newton. 
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ANTIOCH. CM. 



AxEu vsoM Geo. F. Hirdbl. 
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45 ^^ SavuMi^B advent.. 

1 HaptTj the glad sound ! the 

Saviour comes. 
Tlie Saviour promised long ; 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a, song. 

2 He comes, the prisoner to release, 
In Satan's bondage held ; 

The gates of brass before him burst, 
The iron fetters yield. 

3 He comes, from thickest films of 

vice 
To clear the mental ray, 
And on the eyes oppressed with liight 
To pour celestial day. 

4 He comes, the broken heart to bind. 
The wounded soul to cure, 

And, with the treasures of his grace. 
To enrich the humble poor. 

5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of peace, 
Thy welcome shall proclaim, 

And heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 

Philip Doddridge. 



46 <^^ ^ ^ iDorld. 

1 Joy to the world! the Lord is come; 
Let earth receive her King ; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 

2 Joy to the world ! the Saviour 

reigns ; 
Let men their songs employ ; 
While fields and floods, rocks^ hills, 

and plains, 
Eepeat the sounding joy. 

3 No more let sin and sorrow grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground ; 

He comes to make his blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 

4 He rules the world with truth and. 

grace. 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of his righteousness, 
And glories of his righteousness^ 
And wonders of his love. 

laaao Watta. 
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CHRIST— BIRTH— HEAVEN 




ZIQN. U, 10. 



Db. L. Masoit, 
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1 W"^ 
47 ^^ ^ar in EaU. 

1 Brightest and best of the eons of 

the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend 

ua thine aid ; 
Star of the East, -the horizon adoring. 
Guide where our infant Eedeemer 

is Jaid. 

2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops 

are shining ; 

Low lies his bed with the beasts of 
the stall ; 
Angels adore him, in slumber reclin- 
ing— ^ 

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour 

of all. 

3 Say, phall we yield him, in costly 

devotion, 
Odors of Edom andofferiBg84iviDe? 
6em;9 of the mountain, apd pearb of 

the ocean. 
Myrrh £rcan the f(^e^, aod gold 

from the mine ? 

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation; 
Vainly with gifts would his favor 

secure ; 
Bicher by far is the heart'a adoration ; 
Dearer to God are the prayers of 
the poor. 

Beginald Heber. 



48 ^^ night 18 far tpenty the day ia at hand* 

1 Hark, hark, n[iy soul! angelip 
songs are swelling 
O'er earth's green fields and ocean's 
wav^-beat shore : 
How sweet the truth those blessed 
strains are telling 
Of that new life when sin shall be 
no more ! 



2 Onward we go, for still we hear 
them singing, 
** Come, weary souls, for Jesus bida 
you come :*' 
And through the dark, its echoes 
sweetly ringing, 
The music of the gospel leads us 
home. 



3 Angels, iring on ! your faithfjil 
watches keeping ; 
Sing us sweet fragments of the 
songs above ; 
Till morning's joy shall end the night 
of weeping. 
And life's long shadows break in 
cloudless love. 

^''redenck W. Faber. 
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BAJ:.^IMA. !D.M. 
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Qodly sorrow at the a-oas. 



1 iL,LA8 ! and did my Saviour bleed ? 
And did my Sovereign die ? 

Wonld he devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as I ? 

2 Was it for crimes that I h^:^ done, 
He groaned i^pon the tree ? 

Amazing pity 1 grace unknown ! 
^nd love beyond degree ! 

3 Well might the sun in darkness 

hide, 
And shut his glories in, 
When Christ, the mighty Beaker, 

died, 
For man the creature's sin, 

4 Thus might I hide my blushing 

face 
While his dear cross appears ; 
Hissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt niine eyes to tears. 

5 But drops qf griqf can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I pwe : 

Here, Lord, I give |By8e^f away, — 
'Tis all that I c^n,do. 

Isaac Watts. 
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JBe died for Uiee, 



1 Behold the Saviour of mankind 
Nailed to the shameful tree ; 

How vast the love that him inclined 
To bleed and die for thee ! 

2 Hark ! how he grpans, while nature 

shakes. 
And earth's strong pillars bend : 
The temple's veil in sunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 



3 'Tis done ! the precious ransom's 

paid! 
" Keceive my soul V^ he cries : , 
See where he bows his sacred head ; 
He bows his head, and dies ! 

4 But soon he'll break dof^th^ 

envious chain, 
Apd in ftiU glory shine : 

Lamb of God, was ever pain, 
Was ever love, like thiue ? 

Samuel Weelej. 
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Ohrying in (he ercss. 



1 When I survey the wondrous croes 
On which the Prince of glory died^ 

My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my 
pride, 

2 Forbid it. Lord, that I should 

boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my 
God ; 

All the vain things that charm me 
most, 
I sacrifice them^to his blood. 

3 See, from his head, his hands, his 

feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled 
down ; 

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet. 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

4 Were the whole realm of nature 

mine. 
That were a present far too small ; 

Love so amazing, so divine, 

Demands my soul, my life, my all. 

Isaac Watts. 



52 Chrifi crucified, 

1 ExTENDBa) on a cun?6d tree, 
Covered with dust, and sweat, and 

blood, 
See there, the King of glory see ! 
Sinks and expires the Son of Gk)d. 

2 Who, who, my Saviour, this hath 

done? 
Who could thy sacred body wound? 
No guilt thy spotless heart hath 
known. 
No guile hath in thy lips been 
found. 

3 I^ I alone have done the deed ; 
'Tis I thy sacred flesh have torn ; 

My sins have caused thee, Lord, to 
bleed, 
Pointed the nail, and flxed the 
thorn. 

4 For me the burden to sustain 
Too great, on thee, my Lord, was 

laid : 
To heal me, thou hast borne my pain; 
To bless me, thou a curse wast 
made. 

5 My Saviour, how shall I proclaim. 
How pay the mighty debt I owe ? 

Let all I have, and all I am. 
Ceaseless, to all, thy glory show. 

Paul Qerhardt. Tr. by T. Weslef . 
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Christ in Qelhft&nane. 



1 'Tjs midnight; and on Olives' brow 
The star is dimmed that lately 
shone : 

'Tis midnight ; in the garden, now, 
The suffering Saviour prays alone, 

"2 'Tis njidnight; arid from all re- 
moved, 
The Saviour wrestles lone with 
fears ; 
E'en that disciple whom he loved 
Heeds not his Master's, grief and 
tears. 

• 

S 'Tis midnight; and for others' guilt 
The Man ^f sorrows weeps in 
blood ; 

Yet he that hath in anguish knelt 
Is not forsaken by his God, 

4 'Tis midnight; and from ether- 
plains 
Is borne the song that angels know; 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 
: That sweetly soothe the Saviour's 



woe. 



WiUiam.B. Tuppon. 



g^ Prophecy fulfilled. 

1 ;" 'Tis finished I " so the Saviour 

cried, 
And meekly bowed his head and 
died: 

'Tis finished ! yes, the race is run ; 
The battle fought; the victory 
won. 

2 'TIS finished ! all that Heaven fore- 

told 
By prophets in the days of old ; 

And truths are opened to our view, 
That kings and prophets never* 
knew. 

3 'Tis finished ! Son of God, thy 

power 
Hath triumphed in this awful 
hour; 

And yet our eyes with sorrow see 
That life to us was death to thee. 

4 'Tis finished ! let the joyful sound 
Be heard through all the nations 

round ; 

'Tis finished ! let the triumph rise 
And swell the chorus of the skies 1 

Samuel Stennett, alt. 
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55 ^^ ilue^a/ Lamb, 

1 Hail, thou once despised Jesus ! 
Hail, tbou Galilean King ! 

Thou didst suffer to release us ; 

Tb6u didst free salvation bring. 

Hail; thou agonizing Saviour, 

Bearer of our sin and shame ! 
By thy merits we find favor ; 
Life is given through thy name. 

2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, 
All our sins on thee were laid : 

By almighty love anointed, 
Thou hast full atonement made. 

« 

All thy people are forgiven, 

Through the virtue of thy blood ; 

Opened is the gate of heaven ; . 
Peace is made 'twizt man andGx)d. 

3 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory, 
There forever to abide ; 

All the heavenly hosts adore thee, 
Seated at thy Father's side : 

There for sinners thou art pleading ; 
There thou dost our place prepare : 

Ever for us interceding. 
Till in glory we appear. 



4 Worship, honor, power, and bless- 



ing, 
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Thou art worthy to receive ; 
Loudest praises, without ceasing, 

Meet it is for us to give. 
Help^ ye bright angelic spirits ; 

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays ; 
Help to sing our Saviour's merits ; 

Help to chant Immanuel's praise I 

John BakeweU, 
5S Casing our crowns b^ore Him. 

1 "We shall see Him,*' in our nature, 
Seated on his lofty throne, 

Loved, adored, by every creature. 
Owned as God, and God alone ! 

2 There the hosts of shining spirits 
Strike their harps, and loudly sing 

To the praise of Jesus' merits, 
To the glory of their King. 

3 When we pass o'er death's dark 

river. 
" We shall see him as he is," 
posting in bis love and favor, 
Owning all the glory his. 

4 There to cast our crowns before 

him, 
what bliss the thought affords ! 
There forever to adore him. 

King of kings, and Lord of lords ! 

UnkxM 
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O'oiOTi jSim Xor(2 (^ all. 



i All hail the power of Jesus' name I 

Let angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring forth the rojral diadem, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

2 Crown him, ye morning stars of 

light. 
Who fixed this earthly ball ; 
Now hail the strength of Israel's 

might. 
And crown him Lord of all. 

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race, 
Ye ransomed from the fall, 

Hail him who saves you by him grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

4 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget 
The wormwood and the gall ; 

Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 

To him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown him Lord of all. 

6 that with yonder sacred throng 
We at his feet may fall ! 

We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

Edward Perronet, nit 



58 JR^oieing in the risen Christ, 

1 Awake, glad soul ! awake! awake t 
Thy Lord has risen long. 

Go to his grave, and with thee take 
Both tuneful heart and song. 

2 The shade and gloom of life arei- 

fied 
This resurrection-day. 
Henceforth in Christ are no mord^ 

dead, 
The grave hath no more prey. 

3 In Christ we live, in Christ we- 

sleep. 
In Christ we wake and rise, 
And the sad teai*s death makes us 

weep 
He wipes from all our eyes. 

4 Then wake, glad heart! awake t 

awake ! 
Aiid seek thy risen Lord, 
Joy in his resurrection take, 
And comfort in his word : 

5 And let thy life, through all its 

ways, 
One long thanksgiving be, 
Its theme of joy, its song of praise — 
Christ died, and rose for me. 

John S. B. MonselL 
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Christf our guide. 



1 Jesus, the Lord of glory, died, 
That we might never die, 

And now he reigns supreme, to guide 
His people to the sky. 

2 Weak though we are, he still is 

near, 
To lead, console, defend ; 
In all our sorrow, all our fear, 
Our all-sufficient Friend, 

3 From his high throne in bliss he 

deigns 
Our every prayer to heed ; 
Bears with our folly, soothes our pains, 
Supplies our every need. 

4 And from his love's exhaustless 

spring, 
Joys like a river come, 
To make the desert bloom and sing. 
O'er which we travel home. 

5 Jesus, there is none like thee, 
Our Saviour and our Lord ; 

Through earth and heaven exalted 
be, 
Beloved, obeyed, adored. 

Baptist W. Noel. 



QQ Kmg of hing9y oind Lord of lords, . 

1 The head that once was crowned 

with thorns. 
Is crowned with glory now ; 
A royal diadem adorns, 
The mighty Victor's brow. 

2 The highest place that heaven af- 

fords, 
Is to our Jesus given ; 
Th6 King of kings, and Lord of lordef, 
He reigns o'er earth and heaven : 

3 The joy of all who dwell above, 
The joy of all below. 

To whom he manifests his love. 
And grants his name to know. 

4 To them the cross, with all its 

shame, 
With all its grace, is given : 
Their name^ an everlasting name. 
Their joy, the joy of heaven. 

5 They suffer with their Lord below, 
They reign with him above ; 

Their everlasting joy to know 
The mystery of his love. 

Thomas Kerrj< 
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WiLLUH TanBVB. 




Ql^ JSis trakkenmg powa'. 

1 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers ; 

Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of omrs, 

2 Lo(»k how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these earthly toyg ; 

Oar souls, how heavily they go, 
To reach eternal joys. 

• 

3 In vain we tune our formal songs, 

In vain we strive to rise ; 
Hosannas languish on our tongues. 
And our devotion dies. 

e 
I 

4 Father, and shall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate. 

Our love so faint, so cold to thee. 
And thine to us so great ? 

6 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
' With all thy quickening powers ; 
Come, $hed abroad a Saviour^s love, 
And that shall kindle ours. 

Isaac Watts. 



g2 ^^ enUghUning Spirit. 

1 Come, Holy Ghost, oar hearts 

inspire ; 
Let us thine influence prove ; 
Source of the old prophetic fire. 
Fountain of life and love. 

2 Come, Holy Ghost, for moved by 

thee 
The prophets wrote and spoke, 
Unlock the truth, thyself the key ; 
Unseal the sacred book. 

3 Expand thy wings, celestial Dove, 
Brood o'er our nature's night ; 

On our disordered spirits move. 
And let there now be light* 

4 God, through himself, we then 

shall know. 
If thou within us shine; 
And sound, with all thy saints 

below. 
The depths of love divine. 

Charles Weslej. 
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JBbtmeif q^ en(2fes8 red. 



1 Gracious Spirit, Love divine, • 
Let thy light within me shine ! 

All ray guilty fears remove ; 
Fill me with thy heavenly love. 



2 Speak thy pardoning grace to ine; 

Set the burdened sinner free ; 
Lead me to the Lamb of God ; 

Wash me in his precious blood. 



3 Life and peace to me impart ; 

Seal salvation on my heart ; 
Breathe thyself into my breast, 

Earnost of immortal rest. 



4 Let me never from thee stray ; 

Keep me in the narrow way; 
Fill my soul with joy divine ; 

Keep me, Lord, forever thine. 

JohnStocker. 



t 



^fe- 



r*—H^ 



t 




ig^ HU grace enfreafed, 

1 Holy Spirit, Truth divine ! 

Dawn uj)on this soul of mine ; 
Word of Gk)d, and inward Light ! 

Wake my spirit, clear my sight. 



2 Holy Spirit, Love divine ! 

Glow within this heart of mine j 
Kindle every high desire ; 

Perish self in thy pure fire ! 



3 Holy Spirit, Power divine ! 

Fill and nerve this will of mine ; 
By thee may I strongly live. 

Bravely bear, and nobly strive. 



4 Holy Spirit, Eight divine ! 

King within my conscience reign; 
Be my law, and I shall be 

Firmly bound, forever free. 

Samuel LoDgfellow, 
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1 There is a fountalp filled with 

blood 
Drawn from Iramanuel's veinfl ; 
And sinners, pinnged beneath that 

flood, 
Lose all their gnilty stains. 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 

And there may I, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 

3 Thou dying Lamb! thy precious 

blood 
Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransomed Church of God 
Are saved, to sin no more. 

4 E*er since, by faith, I saw the 

stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme. 
And shall be till I die. 

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
ni sing thy power to save, 

When this poor lisping, stammering 
tongue 
Lies silent in the grave, 

William Cowper, 
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The dearest name. 



1 How sweet the name of Jesus 

sounds 
In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals hl8^ 

wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,. 
And calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul. 
And to the weary, rest. 

3 Dear name ! the rock on which T 

build, 
My shield and hiding-place ! 
My never-failing treasure, filled 
With boundless stores of grace ! 

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour^ 

Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King, 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring ! 

5 I would thy boundless love proclaim^ 
With every fleeting breath ; 

So shall the music of thy name 
Eefresh my soul in death. 

John Newton. 
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Jesus is calling, lo, 8, lo, 7. 



Gio. 0. Stbbbimb* 




^F-f^ 



Q7 2 Wa^ ifyewiU hear hia voice. 

1 Jesus is tenderly calling thee home 

Galling to-day, calling to day ; 
l?hiy from the sunshine of love wilt 
thou roam, 
Farther and farther away ? 
Befrain : — 

Calling to-day, calling to-day, 
Jesus is calling, is tenderly calling 
to-day. 




Si Jesus is calling the weary to 

Galling to-day, calling to-day ; 
Bring him thy burden and thou 
shalt be blest ; 
He will not turn thee away. 
Catling to-day, calling to-day, 
Jesus is calling, is tenderly calling 
to-day. 



3 Jesus is waiting, oh, come to him 

now — 
Waiting to-day, waiting to-day ; 
Come with thy sins, at his feet lowly 

bow; 
Come, and no longer delay. 
Galling to-day, calling to-day, 
Jesus is calling, is tenderly calling 

to-day. 

4 Jesus is pleading, oh, list to his 

voice — 
Hear him to-day, hear him to-day ; 
They who believe on his name shall 

rejoice ; 
Quickly arise and away. 
Calling to-day, calling to-day, 
Jesus is calling, is tenderly calling 

to-day. 

Fanny I. Crosbf, 
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TOPLADY. 7.61. 



Tbokab Habtirm. 

Fnra. 





D.C. 




00 Bock qf asiet. 

1 Bock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee ; 

Let the water and the blood, 
From thy wounded side which 
flowed. 
Be of sin the double cure, 

Save from wrath and make me 
pure. 

2 Could my tears forever flow, 
Could my zeal no languor know, 

These for sin could not atone ; 

Thou must save, and thou alone ; 
In my hand no price I bring ; 

Simply to thy cross I cling. 

3 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyes shall close in death, 

When I rise to worlds unknown, 
And behold thee on £hy throne. 

Bock of ages, cleft for me, 
Iiet me hide myself in thee. 

Augustus M. Toplody, Alt. 



69 ne Liiany. 

1 By thy birth, and by thy tears ; 
By thy human griefs and fears ; 

By thy conflict in the hour 

Of the subtle tempter's power,— 

Saviour, look with pitying eye ; 
Saviour, help me, or I die. 

2 By the tenderness that wept 
(Ver the grave where Lazarus a^ept; 

By the bitter tears that flowed 
Over Salem'^^lost abode, — ' 

Saviour, look with pitying eye ; 
Saviour, help me, or I die. 

3 By thy lonely hour of prayfer ; 
By the fearful conflict there ; 

By thy cross and dying cries ; 

By thy one great sacriflce,— 
Saviour, look with pitying eye ; 

Saviour, help me, or I die. 

4 By thy triumph o'er the grave ; 
By thy po^yer the lost to save ; 

By thy high, majestic throne ; 

By the empire all thine own,-* 
Saviour, look with pitying eye ; 

Saviour, help me, or I die. 

Sir Robert Oraat. 
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1 Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 

And that thou bidd'st me come to 
thee, 
Lamb of God, I come ! I come ! 

2 Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To thee whose blood can cleanse each 
spot, 
Lamb of God, I come ! I cornel 

3 Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a 

doubtj 
Fittings within, and fears without, 
Lamb of Gk)d, I come ! I come ! 

4 Just as I am — ^poor, wretched, 

blind; 
Sight, riches, heailing of the mind. 
Yea, all I need, in thee to find, 
Lamb of God, I come ! I come I 

5 Just as I am — thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, 

relieve ; 
Because thy promise I believe, 
Lamb of God, I come ! I come 1 



t 



6 Just as I am — thy love unknownr 
Hath broken every barrier down; 

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone, 
Lamb of God, I come ! I come 1 

Charlotte Elliott. 
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(My Jt»i»^ 



1 When, gracious Lord, when shall 

it be 
That 1 shall find my all in thee ? 
The fullness of: thy promise prove. 
The seal of thine eternal love ? 

2 A poor blind child I wander here. 
If haply I may feel thee near : 

4 dark ! dark ! dark ! I still must say, 
' Amidjst the blaze of gospel day. 

3 Thee, only tliee, I fain would find, 
And cast the world and flesh be- 
hind; 

Thou, only thou, to me be given^ 
Of all thou hast in earth or heaven. 

4 When from the arm of flesh set 

free, 
Jesus, my soul shall fly to thee : 
Jesus, when I have lost my all, 
I shall upon thy bosom fall. 

Charles Weslej. 
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PUadingJcr mtrey. 



1 Pass me not, gentle Saviour, 

Hear my humble cry ; 
While on others Thou art calling, 

Do not pass me by ; 
Saviour, Saviour, hear my humble 

cry. 
While on otheis thou art calling, 

Do not pass me by. 

2 Let me at a throne of ihercy 
Find a svveet relief; 

Kneeling there in deep contrition, 
Help my unbelief. — ^Ref. 

3 Trusting only in thy merit, 
Would I seek thy face ; 

Heal my wounded, broken spirit, 
Save me by thy grace, — ^Ref. 

4 Thou the ^ring of all my comfort, 
More than life for me ; 

Whom have I on earth beside thee? 
Whom in heaven but thee. — Ref. 

Fanny J. Crosby. 



73 



[7, 6. D. Tune, Webb. Page 43.] 
j^le morning light is breaking. 



1 The morning light is breaking ; 
The darkness disappears ; 

The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears ; 
Each breeze that sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar. 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zion^s war. 

2 See heathen nations bending 
Before the God we love, 

And thousand hearts ascending 

In gratitude above ; 
While sinners, now confessing. 

The gospel call obey. 
And seek the Saviour^s blessing, 

A nation in a day. 

3 Blest river of salvation, 
Pursue thine onward way ; 

Flow thou to every nation. 
Nor in thy richness stay ; 

Stay not till all the lowly 
Triumphant reach their home ; 

Stay not till all the holy 
Proclaim, " The Lord is come I'' 

• fiSamuel F. Smith. 
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74 Amazing grace, 

1 Abiazino grace ! how sweet the 
sound, 
That saved a wretch like me ! 

1 once was lost^ but now am found, 

Was blind, but now I see. 
'Twaa grace that taught my heart to 
fear, 

And grace my fears relieved ; 
How precious did that grace appear 

The hour I first bolieved ! 

2 Through many dangers, toils, and 

snares, 
I have already come ; 
'Tis grace hath brought me safe thus 
far. 
And grace will lead me home. 
The Lord had promised good to me, 

His word my hope secures ; 
He will my shield and portion be 
ArkDg as life endures. 

3 Yes, when thie fiesh and heart 

shall fail. 
And mortal life shall cease. 
I' shall possess, within the veil. 

A life of joy and peace. 
The eaiih shall soon dissolve like 
snow, 
The sun forbear to shine ; 



But God, who called me here lelow. 
Will be forever mine. 

John Nan t}n. 
75 The votee of Jesua, 

1 I HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 
'^ Come unto me and rest ; 

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
Thy head upon my breast l** 

I came to Jesus as J was, 
Weaiy, and worn, and aad , ' 

1 found in him a resting-place, 
And he hath made- me glad. 

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
^^ Behold, I freely give 

The living water ; thirsty one, 
Stoop down, and drink, and live I** 

I came to Jqsus, and I drank 
Of that life-giving stream ; 

My thirst was quenched, my sou] 
revived. 
And now I live in him. 

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

'* I am this dark world's Light ; 
Look unto me, thy mom shall rise 

And all thy day be bright V' 
1 looked to Jesus, and I found 

In him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that light of life Fll walk. 

Till all my journey's done. 

Uoratiu» 
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LENOX. 6,8. 



Lbvi9 Eofioir, 
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^660, Faiher.—nom. 8 : 15. 



1 Abise, my soul, arise ; 
Shake ofit thy guilty feara ; 

The bleediug Sacrifice 
In my behalf appears : 
Before the throne my Surety stands, 
My name is written on his hieinds. 

2 He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede ; 

His all- redeeming love, 

His precious blood, to plead ; 
His blood atoned for all our race^ 
And sprinkles ,now the throne of 
grace. 

3 The Father hears him pray, 
His dear anointed One : 

He cannot turn away 
The presence of his Son : 
His Spirit answers to the blood, 
And tells me I am born of Goi 

4 My (Jod is reconciled ; 

His pardoning voice I hear : 
He owns me for his child ; 

I can no longer fear : 
With confidence I now draw nigh. 
And, '^ Father, Abba, Father/' cry. 

Charles yfvdtj. 



77 Prophil FHeai, and Ejsig. 

1 Join all the glorious names 
Of wisdom, love, and power, 

That ever mortals knew, 
Or angels ever bore ; 
All are too mean to speak his worth, 
Too mean to set the &.viour forth. 

2 Great Prophet of our God, 

Our tongues shall bless thy 
name; 
By thee the joyful news 
Of our 'salvation came ; 
The joyful news of sins forgiven, 
Of hell subdued, and peace with 
heaven. 

> 

3 Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Has shed his blood and died ; 

The guilty conscience needs 
No sacrifice beside ; 
His precious blood did once atone, 
And now it pleads before the throne. 

4 thou almighty Lord, 
Our Conqueror and King, 

Thy scepter and thy sword, 
Thy reigning grace, we sing ? 
Thine is the power ; behold we sit 
In willing bonds beneath thy feet. 

lBucWat«» 
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WHITER THAN SNOW. IL 
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78 ^^^'^ '"^y ^^ IshaU be whUer than anow, 

* 

1 Lord JesuS; I loDg to be perfectly 

whole ; 
1 want thee forever, to live in my 

Fonl ; 
Break down every idol, cast out 

ev( ry fo3 ; 
Now wash me, and I shall be 

w^hiter than snow. 
Kefrain : 
Whiter than snow, yes, whiter 

than snow ; 
Now wash me, and I shall be 

whiter than snow. 

2 Lord Jesus, look down from thy 

throne in the skies, 
And help me to make a complete 

sacrifice ; 
I give up myself, and whatever I 

know — 
Now wash me, and I shall be 

whiter than snow. — Kef. 



3 Lord Jesus, for this I most hum- 

bly entreat ; 

I wait, blessed Lord, at thy cruci- 
fied feet, 

By faith, for my cleansing, I see 
thy blood flow — 

Now wash me, and I shall be 
whiter than snow. — ^Kef. 

4 Lord Jesus, thou seest I patiently 

wait ; 
Come now, and within me a new 

heart create ; 
To th(^e who have sought thee, 

thou never said'st No — 
Now wash me, and I shall be 

whiter than snow. — Eef. 

Jftrntt KtdholfliM. 

DOXOLOGY. 

Father Almighty, to thee be ad- 
dressed, 
With Christ and the Spirit, one 
Gk)d, ever blest. 
All glory and worship, from earth 
and from heaven. 
As was, and is now, and shall ever 
be given. 

Unknown. 
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I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY, 7. 6. •• 



W n. Fischer. 
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lime to tell the alory. 



1 I LOVE to tell the story, 
Of unseen things above, 

Of Jesus and his glory, 
Of Jesus and his love, 

1 love to tell the story, 
Because I know 'tis true ; 

It satisfies my longings, 
As nothing else can do. 
I love to tell the story, 

'Twill be my theme in glory, 
To tell the old, old story 

Of Jesus and his love. 

2 I love to tell tlie story ; 
More wonderful it seems 



S» 



Than all the golden fancies 

Of all our golden dreams. 
I lovo to tell the story. 

It did so much for me ; 
And that iB just the reason 

I tell it now to thee. 

Eef.— 

8 I love to tell the story ; 

'Tis pleasant to repeat 
What seems, each time I tell it, 

More wonderfully tweet. 
I love to tell the story ; 

For some have never heard 
The message of salvation 

From God's own holy word. 

•"^'•"~* Catharine D ankcy 



LOVE DIVINE. «. 7. ». 



tfOHN ZtTwraci* 
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ITie new creatim. 



1 Love divine, all love excelling, 
Joy of heaven, to earth come down! 

Fix in us thy humble dwelUng ; 

All thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus^ thou art all compassion, 

Pure unbounded love thou art ; 
Visit us with thy salvation ; 

Enter every trembling heart. 

2 Breathe, breathe thy loving 

Spirit 

Into every troubled breast ! 
Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find that second rest. 
Take away our bent to sinning ; 

Alpha and Omega be ; . 
End of faith, as its beginning, 

Set our hearts at liberty. 



3 Come, almighty to deliver, 

Let us all thy life receive ; 
Suddenly return, and never, 

Never more thy temples leave : 
Thee we would be always blessing, 

Serve thee as thy hosts above, 
Pray,and praise thee without ceasing, 

Gloiy in thy perfect love. 

Gharlea Wedey. 
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2he ero88 accepted 



1 Jesus, I my cross have taken. 
All to leave, and follow thee ; 

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken. 
Thou, from hence, my all shalt be : 

Perish every fond ambition, 

All Fve sought, and hoped, and 
known ; 

Yet how rich is my condition, 
God and heaven are still ray ownl 

2 Let the world despise and leave me, 
They have left my Saviour, too ; 

Human hearts and looks deceive me; 

Thou art not, like man, untrue ; 
And, while thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might. 
Foes may hate, and friends may shun 
me; 

Show thy face, and all is bright. 

3 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith, and winged by 

prayer ; 
Heaven^s eternal day^s before thee, 
God's own hand shall guide thee 
there. 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 
Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days, 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

Henry F. Lytt. 
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I%e counad (if Bis grace' 



1 I KNOW that my Kedeemer lives, 

And ever prays for me : 
A token of his love he gives, 

A pledge of liberty. 



2 I find him lifting up my head ; 

He brings salvation near ; 
His presence makes me free indeed, 

And he will soon appear. 



3 He wills that I should holy be*; 
What can withstand his will ? 

The counsel of his grace in me 
He surely shall fulfill. 

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word ; 
I steadfastly believe 

Thou wilt return, and claim me, 
Lord, 
And to thyself receive. 

5 When God is mine, and I am his. 
Of paradise possessed, 

I taste unutterable blis3. 
And everlasting rest. 

Charles Wesley. 



83 nerest of faith. 

1 LoBD, I believe a rest remains 
To all thy people known ; 

A rest where pure enjoyment reigns. 
And thou art loved alone : 



2 A rest where all our soul's desire 
Is fixed on things. above ; 

Where fear, and sin, and grief expire. 
Oast out by perfect love. 



3 that I now the rest might know, 

Believe, and enter in ! 
Now, Saviour, now the power bestow^ 

And let me cease from sin. 
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4 Eemove this hardness from mv 
heart ; 

This unbelief remove : 
To me the rest of faith impart. 

The Sabbath of thy love. 

Charles Wesley, 



LABAN. 8.M. 
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Ferteverance. 



1 My soul, be on thy guarji.; 

Ten thousand foes arise ; 
The hosts of sin are pressing hard 

To draw thee from the skies. , 



2 watch, and fight, and pray ; 

The battle ne'er give o'er ; 
Kenew it boldly every day, 

And help divine implore. 



3 Ne'er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down : 

The work of faith will not be done. 
Till thou obtain the crown. 



4 Fight on, my soul, till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God ; 

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
To his divine abode. 

GMxge Ueuth. 



35 ^^^ tocUchfulness, 

1 A CHARGE to keep I have, 
A God to glorify; 

A never-dying 8i>ul to save, 

And fit it for the sky. 
To serve the present age. 

My calling to fulfill,— 
may it all my powers engage. 

To do my Master's will. 

2 Arm ine with jealous care, 
As in thy sight to live; 

And 0, thy servant, Lord, prepare, 

A strict account to give. 
Help^me to watch and pray, 

And on thyself rely, 
Assured, if I my trust betray, 

I shall forever die. ' 

CbRrles Wesley, 

DOXOLOGY 

To God, the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, One in Three, 

Be glory, as it was, ia now. 
And j^all forever be. 

Jonn Wetley. 
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gg Stand up for Jesiu. 

1 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
Ye soldiers of the cross ; 

Lift high his royal banner, 

It must not suffor lea ; 
From victory unto victory 

His army shall he lead, 
Till every foe is vanquished 

And Christ is Lord indeed. 

2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
The trumpet call obey ; 

Forth to the mighty conflict, 
In this his glorious day : 

'* Ye that are men, now serve him,'' 
Against unnumbered foes ; 

Your courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose. 

3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
Stand in his strength alone ; 

The arm of flesh will fail you ; 

Ye dare not trust your own ; 
Put on the gospel armor, 

Each piece put on with prayer j 
Where duty calls, or danger. 

Be never wanting there. 

4 Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 
The strife will not be long; 

This day the noise of battle, 
The next the victor's song ; 



To him that overoometh, 
A crown of life shall be ; 

He with the King of glory 
Shall reign eternally. 

George Dnffleld, Jr. 
ffj Endwring hardne^ as good sotdiet's, 

1 Go forward. Christian soldier, 
Beneath His banner true : 

The Lord himself, thy Leader, 
Shall all thy foes subdue. 

His love foretells thy trials. 
He knows thine hourly need ; 

He can, with bread of heaven. 
Thy fainting spirit feed. 

2 Go forward, Christian soldier, 
Feg-r not the secret foe ; 

Far more are o'er thee watching 
Than human eyes can know. 

Trust only Christ, thy Captain, 
Cease not to watch and pray ; 

Heed not the treacherous voices. 
That lure thy soul astray, 

3 Go forward, Christian soldier, 
Nor dream of peaceful rest, 

Till Satan's host is vanquished, 
And heaven is all possessed ; 

Till Christ himself shall call thee 
To lay thine armor by. 

And wear, in endless glory, 
The crown of victoiy. 
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TTor^ w^t2e it a (2ay. 



J Work, for the night is coming, 
Work thro' the morning hours ; 
Work, wliile the dew is sparkling, 
' Work 'mid springing flowers ; 
Work, when the day grows brighter^ 

Work in the glowing sun, 
D, 0. Work, for the night is coming, 
When man's work is done. 

2 Work, for the night is coming, 
Work through the sunny noon ; 

Fill brightest hours with lal^r, 
Best comes sure and soon. 

Give every flying minute 
Something to keep in store : 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 

3 Work, for the night is coming, 
Under the sunset skies ; 

While their bright tints are glowing. 

Work, for daylight flies. 
Work till the last beam fadeth, 

Fadeth to shine no more ; 
Work while the night is darkening. 

When man's work is o'er. 

Sidney Dyer. 
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[Tune, Webb. Page. 43.] 
39 OrcUeftU praise. 

1 We bring no glittering treasures, 
No gems from earth's deep mine ; 

We come, with simple measures, 
To chant Thy love divine. 

Children, thy favors sharing. 

Their voice of thanks would raise. 

Father, accept our offering, 
Our song of grateful praise. 

2 The dearest gift of Heaven, 
Love's written word of truth, 

To us is early given, 

To guide our steps in youth ; 
We hear the wondrous story, 

The tale of Calvary ; 
We read of homes in glory. 

From sin and sorrow free* 

3 Kedeemer, grant thy blessing t 
teach us how to pray. 

That each, thy fear possessing. 
May tread life's onward way; 

Then, where the pure are dwelling 
We hope to meet again. 

And, sweeter numbers swelling. 
Forever praise thy name, 

Harriet Pbillipi, 
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90 ^ ^^'i <i^<^ thankful hearl' 

1 Father, whatever of earthy bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise : 

2 Give me a c^lm, a thankful heart, 
From every murmur free ; 

The blessings of thy grace impart^ 
And make me live to thee. 

3 Let the sweet hope that thou art 

mine 
My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey 

shine, 
And crown my journey's end. 

Anne Steele. 

91 Unfdtering ttisL 

1 Father of love, our Guide and 
Friend, 

lead us gently on, 
Until life's trial-time shall end, 

And heavenly peace be won. 
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2 We know not what the path may 

be 
As yet by us untrod ; 
But we can trust our all to thee, 
Our Father and our God. 

3 If called, like Abraham's child, to 

climb 
The hill of sacrifice, 

Some angel may be there in time ; 
Deliverance shall arise : 

4 Or, if some darker lot be good, 
teach us to endure 

The sorrow, pain, or solitude. 
That makes the spirit pure. 

5 Christ by no flowery pathway 

came; 
And we, his followers here. 
Must do thy will and praise thy 

name. 
In hope, and love, and fear. 

6 And, till in heaven we sinless bow, 
And faultless anthems raise, 

Father, Son, and Spirit, now 
Accept our feeble praise. 

William J. Irona 
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427. REFUGE, 7. B. 



JoSEPn P. nOLBROOK. 




Th^ only i^uge, 

1 Jesus, Lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high ! 

Hide me, my Saviour, hide, 
Till the storm of life is past ; 

Safe iato the haven guide, 
receive my soul at last I 

2 Other refuge have I none ; 
Hangs my helpless soul on theo : 

Leave, leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me : 

All my trust on thee is stayed. 
All ray help from thee I bring ; 

Cover my defenseless head 
With the shadow of thy wing I 



3 Thou, Christ, art all I want ; 
More than all in thee I find ; 

Eaise the fallen, cheer the faint. 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 

Just and holy is thy name, 
I am all unrighteougness : 

False and full of sin I am. 

Thou art full of truth and {^race. 



4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin : 

Let the healing streams abound : 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee : 

Spring thou up within my heart, 
Bise to all eternity. 

Cbarics Wesley. 
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93 Jefni8f as ikou will. 

1 My Jesus, as thou wilt : 

may thy will be mine; 
. Into thy hand of love 

1 would my all resign. 
Through sorrow or through joy, 

Conduct me as thine own, 
And help me still to say, 

'^ My Lord, thy will be done/' 

2 My Jesus, as thou wilt : 
Though seen through many a tear. 

Let not my star of hope 

Grow dim or disappear. 
Since thou on earth hast wept 

And sorrowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with thee. 

My Lord, thy will be done. 

3 My Jesus, as thou wilt : 
All shall be well for me ; 

Each changing future scene 

I gladly trust with thee. 
Straight to my home above, 

I travel calmly on, 
And sing in life or death, 

'' My Lord, thy will be done/' 

^ebjamin Sghmolke, Xr. by Miss J. Borchwick. 



94 Christian trial, suffeiing, and suLmission. 

1 Thy way, not mine, Lord, 
However dark it be ! 

Lead me by thine own hand ; 

Choose out the path for me. 
]^are not choosy my lot ; 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose thou for me, my God, 

So shall I walk aright. 

2 The kingdom that I seek 
Is thine ; so let the way 

That leads to it be thine, 
Eke I must surely stray. 

Take thou my cup, and it 
With joy or sorrow fill. 

As best to thee may seem ; 
Choose thou my good and ill. 

3 Choose thou for me my friends. 
My sickness or my health ; 

Choose thou my cares for me, 

My poverty or wealth. 
Not mine, not mine the choice. 

In things or great or small ; 
Be thou my guide, my strength. 

My wisdom, and my all. 
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HE LBADBTH ME. L.M. 



W. B« Bbabsviiv, 
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1 He leadeth me! blessed 

thought ! 
O words with heavenly comfort 

fraught ! 
Whatever I do, where'er I be, % 

Still 'tis God^ hand that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me. 
By his own hand he leadeth me : 
His faithful follower I would be, 
For by his hand he leadeth me. 

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest 

gloom,- 
Sometimes where Eden's bowers 

bloom, , . • 
By waters still, o'er troubled sea, — 
Still 'tis his hand that leadeth me ! 
Kef.— 

3 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in 

mine. 
Nor .ever murmur nor repine, 
Content, whatever lot I see. 
Since 'tis my God that leadeth me ! 
Uef.— 



4 And when my task on earth is done, 
When, by thy grace, the victory's won, 
E'en death's cold wave I will not flee, 
Since God through Jordan leadeth me, 
Eef.— 

J. H. Gllmon. 
96 -^^ ^^^^ hdieving agaiwU kcpe. 

1 Away, my unbelieving fear! 
Fear shall in me no more have 

place; 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 

He hide3 the brightness of his face ; 
But shall I therefore let him go. 

And bapely to the tempter yield ? 
No, in the strength of Jesus, no, 

I never will give up my shield. 

2 Although the vine its Iruit deny. 
Although the olive yield no oil, 

The withering fig-trees droop and die, 
The fields elude the tiller's toil. 

The empty sttill no herd afford, 
And perish all the bleating race, 

Yet will 1 triumph in the Lord, — 
The God of my salvation praise. 

CbarlaiW«l»f. 
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PORTUGUESE HYMN. 11. 











fff " The firm fowidatUnu 

1 How firm a foundation, ye saints 

of the Lord. 
Is laid for your laith in his excellent 

word ! 
What more can he say, than to you 

he hath said, 
To you, who for refuge to Jesus have 

fled? 

2 Fear not, I am with thee, be 

not dismayed. 
For I am thy God, I will still gire 

thee aid ; 
I '11 strengthen thee, help thee, and 

cause thee to stand. 
Upheld by my gracious, omnipotent 

hand. 

3 " When througji the deep waters 

I (*all thee to go. 

The rivers of sorrow shall not over- 
flow ; 

For I will be with thee thy trials to 
bless. 

And sanctify to thee thy deepest 
distress. 







4 ''When through fiery trials thy 

pathway shall lie, 
My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy 

supply, 
The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only 

design 
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold 

to refine. 

5 ''E'en down to old age all my 

people shall prove 

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable 

love ; 
And when hoary haira shall their 

temples adorn. 

Like lambs they shall still in my 
bosom be borne. 

6 "The soul that on Jesus hath 

leaned for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes; 
That soul, though all hell should 

endeavor to shake, 

FU never, no never^ no never forsake!'* 

George Keit]^ 
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COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 11, 10. 
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Cbme, ye dufconsalate. 



1 Comb, ye disconsolate, where'er ye 
languish ; 
Come to the mercy-seat, fervently 
kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded heart«, 
here tell your anguish ; 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven 
cannot heal. 



2 Joy of the desolate, light of the 
straying, 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and 
pure, 
Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly 
saying, 
'^Earth has no sorrow that Heaven 
cannot cure.'* 



i Here see the bread of life; see 
waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, 
pure from above ; 
^lome to the feast of love; come, 
ever knowing 
Earth has no sorrow but Heaven 
can remove. 

Thomas Moore. 
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[Tune, Heber. Page. 28.] 
Thou dear Redeemer, 
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1 Thou dear Eedeemer, dying Lamb, 
I love to hear of thee ; 

No music's like thy charming name, 
Nor half so sweet can be. ^ 

2 let me ever hear thy voice 
In meit5y to me speak ; 

In thee, my Priest, will I rejoice, 
And thy salvation seek. 

3 My Jesus shall be still my theme, 
While in this world I stay ; 

I Ml sing my Jesus^ lovely nama 
When all things else decay. 

4 When I appear in yonder cloud, 
With all thy favored throng. 

Then will I sing more sweet, more 
loud, 
And Christ shall be my song. 

John Cennick. 
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100 Mike HU praise ghrioiu. 

1 COULD I speak the matchless 

worth, 

could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour shine, 

Fd soar and touch the heavenly 

strings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings 
In notes almost divine. 

2 rd sing the precious blood he 

spilt, 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Of sin, and wrath divine ; 
Fd sing his glorious righteousness, 
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress 

My soul shall ever shine. 

3 Pd sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 

Exalted on his throne ; 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 

1 would to everlasting days 
Make all his glories known. 

4 Well, the delightful day will come 
When my dear Lord will bring me 

hom£. 
And I shall see his face ; 
Then with my Saviour, Brother, 

Friend, 
A blest eternity I HI spend. 
Triumphant in his grace. 

Samuel Medley. 
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Biiss-wpiring hrpe. 
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1 Come on, my partners in distress. 
My comrades through the wilderness 

Who still your bodies feel ; 
A while forget your griefs and fear% 
And look beyond this vale of tears. 

To that celestial hill. 

2 Beyond the bounds of time and 

space. 
Look forward to that heavenly place, 

The saints' secure abode ; 
On faith's strong eagle pinions rise, 
And force your passage to the akies, 

And scale the mount of God. 

3* Who suffer with our Master here, 
We shall before his face appear 

And by his side sit down ; 
To patient faith the prize is sure, 
And all that to the end endure 

The cross, shall wedr the crown. 

4 That great mysterious Deity 
We soon with o()en face shall see ; 

The beatific sight 
Shall fill the heavenly courts witl: 

praise, 
And wide diffuse the golden blaze 

Of everlasting light. 



DBTHANY. 6, 4, S. 
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i02 Nearer, my Qod, to thee, 

1 Nearer, my God, to thee I 

Nearer to thee, 
ETen though it bo a cross 

That raheth me ; 
Still all my eong shall be, 
Vearer, my God, to thee, 
.Nearer to thee f 

% Though like the wanderer. 

The eun gone down, 
Darkness be over me. 

My rest a stone, 
Yet in my dreams I^d be 
Nearer, my God, to thee. 

Nearer to thee ! 

3 There let the way appear, 
Steps UDto heaven ; 

All that thou sendest me, 

In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee I 

4 Then, with my waking thoughts 
Bright with thy praise. 

Out of my stony griefs 

Bethel I'll raise : 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God,, to thee, 

Nearer to thee ! 
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5 Or if, on joyful wing 

Cleaving the sky. 
Sun, moon, and stars forgc^t, 

Upward I fly. 
Still all my song shall Iw, 
Nearer, my God, to thee. 

Nearer to thee I 

2ln. Sarab F. Adnraf 

103 Hate hi>e to Thte. 

1 More love to thee, Christ, 
More love to th«e I 

Hear thou the prayer I miikc, 

Oil bended knee ; 
This is my earnest plea, 
More love, Christ to tli<»e, 

More love to thee ! 

2 Once earthly joy I craved, 
Sought peace and rest ; 

Now thee atone I seek. 

Give wliat is best : 
This all my prayer shell b^, 
More love, Christ, to tlu^c, 

More love to tliee I 

3 Then shall my latest breath 
Whisper thy praise ; 

This be the parting cry . 

My heart shall rai?e, 
This still its prayer shall be, 
More love, Christ, to thee^ 

More love to thee ! 
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X04 Hilhetio hath the Lm-d helped us. 

lSam.7: 12. 

1 Come, thou Fount of every bles- 

sing, 
Tune my heart to sing thy. grace ; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Gall fw songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonneti 
Sung by'^aming tongues above ; 
Praise the mount — I'm fixed upon 
it- 
Mount of thy redeeming love ! 

2 Here PU raise mine Ebenezer ; 
Hither by thy help Pm come ; 

And I hope, by tliy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home, 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God ; 
Ho, to rescue me from danger. 

Interposed his precious blood. 

3 to grace how great a debtor 
Daily Pm constrained to be ! 

Let thy goodnes?, like a fetter. 
Bind my wandering heart to thee; 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love : 

Hfre's my heart, O take and seal it ; 
i:>eal it for thy comts above. 

Koben Bobinson. 



105 ^*^ hco'HkOAiuug cha'uH, 

1 Herjs on earth, where foessum^und 

us, 
While our trembling souls within 
Feel the fetters which have bound us, 

Peel the burden of our sin ; 
Lord, on thee alone relying, 
Stren^h we crave to burst our 
chain, 
Ever pleading, ever crying, 
^*Lord, for us the Lamb wasdain.*' 

2 In those high and holy r^bns 
Where the blest thy praise prolong, 

Cherubs and seraphic legions 
Know no theme of nobler song; 

White-robed saints, who there iwiore 
thee 
Throned above the glassy main, 

Sing, and cast their crowns before tht*o, 
" Lord, for us the Lamb Wiis slai n J' 

3 Thus thy Church,^ whatever her 

dwelling, ,. 

Heaven above or earth below, 
One harmonious chorus swelling, 

Loves her Saviour's praise to show ; 
Here in trial!, there in glory. 

Changeless rings the wondrous 
strain, 
C!iangeless sounds the wondrous stiu-y, 
^' Lord, for us the Lamb was slain/^ 

Uaknowu. 
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106 The merey-seaL 

1 Fbom every stormy wind that 

blows, 
From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat : 
'Tis found beneath the mercy '-seat. 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads ; 

A place than all besides more sweet : 
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

3 There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship 

with friend : 
Though sundered far, by faith they 
meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted , desolate, d ismayed; 

Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no mercy- 
eeat ? 

6 There, there on eagle wings we 
soar, 
And sin and sense molest no more ; 
And heaven comes down our souls to 
greet, 
While glory crowns the mercy- 
seat. 

Eogh BtoweU. 




107 SympcUhdie love, • 

1 Love divine, that stoo[)ed tr 

share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest 

tear 1 
On thee we cast each earthborn care ; 
We smile at pain while thou art 

near. ^ 

2 Though long the weary way we 

tread. 
And sorrow crown each lingerins: 

year. 
No path we shun, no darkness dread, 
Our hearts still whispering, •'^Thou 

art near 1" 

3 When drooping pleasure turns to 

grief. 
And trembling faith is chauged to 
fear. 
The murmuring wind, the quivering 
leaf. 
Shall softly tell us, " Thou art 
near !*' 

4 On thee we fling our burdening 

woe, 
LoVe divine, forever dear ; 
Content to suifer while we know. 
Living and dying, thou art near 1 

OUyer W. HolmM. 
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JQf^ Saeet hour (^p-atfer, 

1 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour 

of prayer. 
That calls me from a world of care, 
And bids me, at my Father's throne, 
Make all my wants and wishes 
known 1 
In sefvsons of distress and grief, 

My soul has often found relief. 
And oft escaped the tempter's snare. 
By thy return, sweet hour of 
prayer. 

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour 
. of prayer, 

Thy wings shall my petition bear 
To Him, whose truth and faithfulness 

Engage the waiting soul to bless : 
And since he bids me seek his face, 
Believe his word, and trust his 
grace. 
1 11 cast on him my every care, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of 
prayer. 

3 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour 

of prayer. 
May I thy consolation share. 
Til], from Mount Pisgah's lofty 
height, 
I view my home, and take ray 
flight; 



5$ 



This robe of flesh I '11 drop, and rise, 

To seize the everlasting prize ; 
And shout, while passing through the 
air; 
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of 
prayer 1 

William W. Walford. 
109 [Bletgings ofp-ayer, 

1 What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth of 
prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 
Prayer makes the darkened clouds 
withdraw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love ; 
Brings every blessing from above. 

2 Eestraining prayer, we cease to 

fight; 
Prayer keeps the Christianas armor 
bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 
Were half the breath that's vainly 

spent, 
To heaven in supplication sent, 
Our cheerful song would oftener be, 
"Hear what the Lord has done 
for me.'' 

William Cowpor 
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IIQ JIfy Beloved. 

1 O Thou, in whose presence my 

soul takes delight, 
On whom in affliction I call, 
My comfort by day, and my song in 
the night, 
My hope, my salvation, my all 1 

2 Where dost thou, dear Shepherd, 

resort with thy sheep, 
To feed them in pastures of love ? 
Say, why in the valley of death 
should I weep, 
Or alone in this wildernesa rove ? 

3* why should I wander an alien 
from thee, 
Or cry in the desert for bread ? 
Thy foes will rejoice when my sor- 
rows they see, 
And smile at the tears I have 
shed, 

4 Ye daughters of Zion, declare, have 

you seen 
The star that on Israel shone ? 
Say, if in your tents my Beloved has 

been. 
And where with his flocks he is 

gone. 

5 He looks I and ten thousands of 

angels rejoice, 
And myriads wait for his word ; 



He speaks t tind eternity, filled with 
his voice, 
Re-echoes the praise of the Lord. 
6 Dear Shepherd, I hear, and will 
follow thy call ; 
I know thesweet sound of thy voice; 
Bestore and defend me, for thou art 
my all. 
And in thee I will ever rejoice. 

Jowph Swain. 
[Tune, Betreat Page. 54] 
'in The di'ea'fful- day, 

1 The day ofwrath, that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall paas 

away! 
What power shall be the sin ner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful 
day? 

2 When, shriveling like a parched 

scroll. 
The flaming heavens tc^ether roll; 
And louder yet, and yet more dread. 
Swells the high trump that wakes the 
dead 1 

3 0, on that day, that wrathful day. 
When man to judgment wakes 

from clay, 
Be thou, Christ, the sinner^s stay. 
Though heaven and earth shall 
pass away 1 

9ir Walter 8oott» 
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112 5^ore ^^ o-oa. 

1 My faith looks up to thee, 
Thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Saviour divine : 
Now hear me while I pray, 

Take all my guilt away, 
O let me from this day 

Be wholly thine. 

2 May thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my minting heart, 

My zeal inspire ; 
As thou hast died for me, 

may my love to thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless l)e, — 

A living fire. 

3 While life's dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 

Be thou any guide ; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 

Wipe sorrow's tears away. 
Nor let me ever stray 

From thee aside. 

4 When ends life's transient dream, 
hen deatlii cold, sullen stream 

WShall o'er me roll ; 
Blest Saviour, then, in love, 

Fear and distrust remove ; 
bear me safe above, — 

A ransomed soul. 

Bay Pftimev. 
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113 Shephered of tender youth, 

1 Shepherd of tender youth, 
Guiding in love and truth 

Through devious ways ; 
Christ our triumphant King, 
We come thy name to sing ; 
Hither our children bring 

To shout thy praise. 

2 Thou art our holy Lord, 
The all-subduing Word, 

Healer of strife : 
Thou didst thyself abase, 
That from sin's deep disgrace 
Thou mightest save our race, 

And give us life. 

3 Thou art the great High Priest ; 
Thou hast jirepared the feaat 

Of heavenly love ; 
While in our mortal pain 
None calls on thee in vain ; 
Help thou dost not disdain, 

Help from above. .^ 

4 So now, and till we die, 
Sound we thy praises high, 

And joyful sing: 
Infants, and the glad throng 
Who to thy Church belong. 
Unite to swell the song 

To Christ our King. 

Clement of Alexandria, (i^OJ Tr. b? H. M. Deztex 
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114 ^'^ ^ J^^'em? toe have in Jesua ! 

1 What a Friend we have in Je^us, 
All our sins and griefs to tear ! 

What a privil^e to carry 

Every thing to God in prayer ! 

O what peace we often forfeit, 
what needless pains we lear, 

All hecause we do not carry 
Every thing to God in prayer ! 

2 Have we trials and temptations ? 
Is there trouhle anywhere ? 

We should never be discouraged, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Can we find a friend so faithful 
Who will all our sorrows share ? 

Jesus knows our every weakness, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

3 Are we weak and heavy laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care ? — 

Precious Saviour, still our refuge, — 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee ? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer ; 

In his arms he'll take and shield thee, 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 

^ratius Bonar. 
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Lift (f lift. 





1 Laboring and heavy laden. 
Wanting help in time of need, 

Fainting by the way from hunger. 

" Bread of life ! " on thee we feed. 

Thirsting for the springs of waters 

That J by love's eternal law. 
From the stricken Eock are flowing, 

"Well of lifel'' from thee we 
draw. 

2 In the land of cloud and shadow, 
Where no human eye can Fee, 

Light to those who sit in darkness, 
" Light of life ! *' we walk in thee. 
Thou the grace of life supplying. 
Thou the crown of life wilt give ; 

Dead to sin, and daily dying, 
" Life of life 1 '' in tliee we live. 

John S. B. Monnsell. 

Praise the God of our salvation ; , 

Praise the Father's boundless love ; 
Praise the Lamb, our expiation \ 

Praise the Spirit from above. 
Author of the new creation, 

Him by whom our spirits live ; 
Undivided adoration 

To the one Jehovah give ! 

Joaiah Cozidez. alt. 
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Jem^, SavlouTj pilot me. 



1 Jesus, Saviour, pilot me, 
Over life's tempestuous sea ; 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rock and treacherous shoal ; 
Chart and compass come from thee. 
Jesus, Saviour, piloi me. 

2 As a mother stills her^hild, 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild ; 
Boist'rous waves obey thy will, 
When thou ea/st to them '^ Be 

still ! '' 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 

3 When at last I near the shore. 
And the fearful breakers! roar 
'Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning on thy breast. 
May I hear thee say to me, 

" Ftar not, I will pilot thee ! '' 



U7 
1 



The indwdliug Spirit. 
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Abba, Father, hear thy child, 
Late in Jesus reconciled ; 
Hear, and all the graces shower, 
All the joy, and peace, and i)Ower ; 
All my Saviour asks above. 
All the life and heaven of love. 



2 Lord, I will not let thee go 
Till the blessing thou bestow : 
Hear my Advocate divine ; 
Lo 1 to his my Suit I join ; 
Joined to his, it cannot fail ; 
Bless me ; for I will prevail. 

3 Heavenly Father, Life divine, 
Change may nature into thine; 
Move, and spread throughout my 

soul, 
Actuate, and fill the whole : 
Be it I no longer now 
Living in the flesh, but thou. 

4 Holy Ghost, no raore delay ; 
Come, and in thy tt^niple stay : 
Now thine inward witness bear, 
Strong, and permanent, and clu r: 
Spring of life, thyself in) part j 
Rise eternal in my heart. 

Charles Wulej. 
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Jtms {b mtiw. 



1 Fade, fade, each earthly joy; 

Jesus is mine. 
Break every tender tie ; 

Jesus is mine. 
Dark is the wildernesa, 
Earth has no resting-place, 
Jesus alone can bless ; 

Jesus is mine. 

2 Farewell, ye dreafns of night j 

Jesus is mine. 
Lost in this dawning bright, 

Jesus is mine. 
All that my soul has tried 
Left but a dismal void ; 
Jesus has satisfied ; 

Jesus is mine. 

3 Farewell, mortality ; 

Jesus is mine. 
Welcome, eternity ; 

Jesu'^ is mine. 
Welcome, loved and blest, 
Welcome, sweei scenes of rest, 
Welcome, my Savioui-'s breast ; 

Jebus is mine. 
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Isiive myidfio The^ 
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1 Saviour, who died for me, 
I give myself to thee ; 
Thy love, so full, so free, 

Claims all my powers. 
Be this my purpose high, 
To serve thee till I die, 
Whether my path shall lie 

'Mid thorns or flowers. 



2 But, Lord, the flesh is weak ; 
Thy gracious aid I seek. 

For thou the word must speak, 

That makes me strong. 
Then let me hear thy voice, 
Thou art my only choice ; 

bid my heart rejoice. 
Be thou my soDg. 

• 

3 Saviour, with me abide ; 
Be ever near my side ; . 
Support, defend, and guide ; 

I look to thee. 

1 lay my hand in thine. 
And fleeting joys resign. 
If I may call thee mine 

Eternally. 

Miss Mary J. Mtisoa. 
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I need thee et€ry hour 



1 I NEED thee every hour, 
Most gracious Lord ; 

No tender voice like thine 

Can peace afford. 
I need thee, I need thee ; 

Every hour I need thee; 
O bless me now, my Saviour, 

I come to thee ! 

2 I need thee every hour ; 
Stay thou near by ; 

Temptations lose their power 
When thou art nigh. 

3 I need thee every hour, 
In joy or pain ; 

Come quickly and a-bide. 
Or life is vain. 

4 I need thee every hour ; 
Teach me thy will ; 

And thy rich promises 
In me fulfill. 

5 I need thee every hour, 
Most Holy One ; 

make me thine indeed^ 
Thou blessed Son ! 



Un, Annie & Hawks. 
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[C. M. D. Tane, Spohr. Page 36] 
Foi' full redanptwn;. 



1 My Saviour, on the word of truth 

In earnest hope I Ivie ; 
I ask for all the precious things 

Thy boundless love can give, 

1 look for many a lesser lighjb 
About my path to shine ; 

But chiefly long to walk with thee, 
And only tnist in thine, 

2 Thou kttowest tliat I am not blest 
As thou wouldst have me be, 

Till all the peace' and joy of faith 

Possess my soul in thee ; 
And still I seek, 'mid many fears^ 
^ With yearnings unexpressed. 
The comfort of thy strengthening 
love, 

Thy soothing, settling rest. 

3 It is not as thou wilt with me. 
Till, humbled in the dust, 

I know no place in all my heart 
Wherein to put my trust : 

Until I find, Lord, in thee. 
The Lowly and the Meek, 

The fullness which thy own redeemed 
Go nowhere else to seek. 

▲niM Xi. Waring. 
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122 Synvpaihy and mtUual love, 

1 Blest be the tie that binds 
Our heiirts in Ghristian love ; 

The fellowship of kindred minds 
la like to that above. 

2 Before our Father's throne, 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 

• Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts and oun cares. 

3 We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear ; 

'And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain ; 

But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 

6 This glorious hope revives 

Our courage by the way ; 
While each in expectation lives, 

And longs to see the day. 

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin we shall be free ; 

And perfect love and friendship reiga 
Through all eternity. 

' John fawoeU. 
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Meeting, after absence. 



1 And are we yet alive, 
And see each other's face ? 

Glory and praise to Jesus give, 

For his redeeming grace. 
Preserved by power divine 

To full salvation here, 
Again in Jesus' praise we join, 

And in his sight appear. 

2 What troubles have we seen, 
What conflicts have wo passed, 

Fightings without, and fearjj within. 

Since we assembled last ! 
But out of all the Lord 

Hath brought us by his love ; 
And still he doth his help afford, 

And hides our life above. 



3 Then let us make our boast 

Of his redeeming power. 
Which saves us to the uttermost, 

^J^ill we call sin no more : 
Let us take up the cross, 

Till we the crown obtain ; 
And gladly reckon all things loss, 

So we may Jesus gain. 
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GOD BE WITH YOU. 



W. G. Toirem. 
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124 ^^ -^''^ ^"^^ between w. 

1 God be with you till we meet 

again; 
By his counsels, guide, uphold you, 
With his sheep securely fold you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 
Till we meet, till we meet at 

Jesus feet ; 
Till we meet, till we meet, 
God be with you till we meet again. 

2 God be with you till we meet again, 
'Neath his wings securely hide you; 
Daily manna still divide you, 

God be with you till we meet again. 
Cho. — Till we meet, etc. 

3 God be with you till we naeet 



agam, 



Keep love's banner floating o'er 

you; 
Smite death's threatening wave 

before you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 

Cjio» — Till we meet, etc. 

^T. J. E. Bankln. 



[S. M. Tune, Dennis. Page C2] 
125 Love for Zum, 

1 I LOVE thy kingdom. Lord, 
The house of thine abode. 

The Church our blest Kedeemer saved 
With his own precious blood. 

2 I love thy Church, God ! 
Her walla before thee stand, 

Dear as the apple of thine eye, 
And graven on thy hand. 

3 For her my tears shall fall, 
For her my prayers ascend ; ^ 

To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end. 

4 Beyond my highest joy 

I prize her heavenly ways. 
Her sweet communion, solemn vows, 
Her hymns of love and praise. 

5 Sure as thy truth shall last, 
To Zion shall be given 

The brightest glories earth can yield, 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 

Timothy D wight, 



?3 



6HEAVB8« 6. 6, 6, 8. »: 



CrCO. A. mIXOB* 

li — a 







u u U b» I 1 u 



P-j — I :5-H-i — ' i^ ^ ^' ^ ' — **+— t— ^1 — -^ — t— +- 
u u^ i^TT u u 1^ u r^ 




126 



Bringing in the Sheaees, 



1 Sowing in the morning, sowing 

seeds of kindness, 
Sowing in the noon-tide, and the 

dewy eves : 
Waiting for the harvest, and the 

time of reaping, 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing 

in the sheaves. 

Cho. — Bringing in the sheaves,:]) 
We shall come rejoicing, bringing 

in the sheaves. 

2 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing 

in the shadows. 
Fearing neither clouds, nor winters 

chilling breeze. 
By and by the harvest, and the 

labor ended. 
We shall coilie rejoicing, bringing 

in the sheaves. 

3 Go, then, ever weeping, sowing for 

the Master, 
Though the loss sustained our 

spirit often grieves ; 
When our weeping's over he will 

bid us welcome. 
We shall come rejoicing, bringing in 

the sheaves. 
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[L. M. Tune, Migdol. Page 66.] 

127 ^^ *"'"* ^^^^^' 

1 It may not be our lot to wield 
The sickle in the ripened field ; 
Nor ours to hear, on summer eves. 
The reaper's song among the sheaves. 

2 Yet where our duty's task is 

wrought 
In unison with God's great thought, 
The near and future blend in one, 
And whatsoe'er is willed, is done. 

3 And ours the grateful service 

whence 
Comes, day by day, the recompense ; 
The hope, the trust, tlie purpoee 

stayed, 
The fountain, and the noondav shade. * 

4 And were this life the utmost span, 
The only end and aim of man. 
Better the toil of fields like these 
Than waking dream and slothful 

ease. 

5 But life, though falling like our 

grain, ^ ' 

Like that revives and springs again ; 

And, early called, how blest are they 

Who wait in heaven, their harvest 

day! 

jofaa Q. wuttitv. 
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SAVtOtJR, LlKB A SHBPHfiRp. 6,1. 








1 Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, 
Much we need thy tenderest care ; 

In thy pleasant pastures feed us, 
For our use thy folds prepare : 

Blessed Jesus, 
Thou hast bought us, thine we are. 

2 We are thine, do thou befriend 

us, 
Be the guardian of our way ; 
Keep thy flock, from sin defend us, 
Seek us when we go astray : 

Blessed Jesus, 
Hear, hear us, whe>^we pray. 

3 Thou hast promised to receive us. 
Poor and sinful though we be ; 

Thou hafet mercy to relieve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and power to free: 

Blessed Jesus, 
We will early turn to thee. 

4 Early let us seek thy favor. 
Early let us do thy will ; 

Blessed Lord and only Saviour, 
With thy love our bosoms fill : 

Blessed Jesus. 
Thou hast loved us, love us still. 

Dorothy A. Thrupp. 
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Hallelujah. 



1 THOU God of my salvation, 
My Eedeemer from all sin ; 

Moved by thy divine compassion, 
Who hast died my heart to win, 

I will praise thee ; 
Where shall I thy praise begin.? 

2 Though unseen, I loye the Saviour ; 
He hath brought salvation near ; 

Manifests his pardoning favor ; 
And when Jesus doth appear, 

Soul and body 
Shall his glorious image bear. 

3 While the angel choirs are crying, 
'' Glory to the great I AM,'' 

I with them will still he vying— 
Glory ! glory to the Lamb ! 

how precious 
Is the sound of Jesu^' name ! 

4 Angels now are hovering round us, 
Unperceived amid the throng ; 

Wondering at the love that crowned 
us, 
Glad to join the holy song : 

Hallelujah, 
Love and praise to Christ belong I 

Thomaa Oliveia. 
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X30 Ouisl's aU-embracing empire, 

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom spread from shore to 

shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no 

more. 



2 From north to south the princes 

meet, 
To pay their homage at his feet ; 
While western empires own their 

Lord, 
And savage tribes attend his word. 



3 To him shall endless prayer be 
made, 

And endless praises crown his head ; 
His name like sweet perfume shall 

rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

4 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song, 
And infant v^oes shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 

Isaac Watts. 
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IHumphs oj mercy. 



1 Arm of the Lord, awake, awake I 
Put on thy strength, the nations 

shake, 
And let the world, adoring, see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee. 

2 Say to the heathen, from thj 
throne, 

" I am Jehovah, God alone : *' 
Thy voice their idols shall confound, 
And cast their altars to the ground. 

3 No more let creature blood be spilt 
Vain sacrifice for human guilt 1 
But to each conscience be applied 
The blood that flowed from Jesusf 

side. 



4 Almighty God, thy grace proclaim 
In every land, of every name ; 
Till adverse powers before thee fall, 
And crown the Saviour, Lord of all. 

William Slirubsole, Jr, 
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JIfi I :ionary A^ti. 



1 From Greenland's icy mountain?, 

From India's coral strand ; 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Eoll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 



2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft rfer Ceylon^s isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile ? 
In vain with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone. 



3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to men benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 



4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 

And you, ye waters, roll. 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole : 
Till o'er our ransomed nature 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 

B«gmald Heber. 
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The wdvend anihan. 



1 When shall the voice of singing 
Flow joyfully alcmg. 

When hill and valley, ringing 
With one triumphant song, 

Proclaim the contest ended. 
And Him who once was slain, 

Again to earth descended, 
In righteousness to reign ? 

2 Then from the craggy mountains 
The sacred shout shall fly ; 

And shady vales and fountains 

Shall echo the reply. 
High tower and lowly dwelling 

Shall send the chorus round. 
All hallelujahs swelling. 

In one eternal sound ! 

James £dmettoQ, alU 
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^ 2ni0 Aart»8< is gnaL" 



1 Far and near the fields are 
teeming, 

AVith the waves of ripened grain ; 
Far and near their gold is gleaming, 

Cyer the sunny steps and plain. 
Lord of Harvest, send forth reapers ! 

Hear us, Ijord, to thee we cry ; 
Send them now the sheaves to 
gather, 

Ere the harvest time pass by. 



2 iSend them forth with morn's first 
beaming, 
Send them in the noontide's glare ; 
When the sun's last rays are gleam- 

Bid them gather every whe;*e, 
Cho, — ^Lord of Harvest, &c. 



3 O thou, whom thy Lord is sending, 
Gather now the sheaves of gold, 

Heavenward then at evening wending 
Thou shalt come with joy untold, 
Cho. — Lord of Harvest, &c. 

J. O. Tlioinpion. 
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The Light of the world. 



1 Light of those whose dreary 

dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death. 
Come, and, by thyself revealing, 
Dissipate the clouds beneath. 
Thou, new heaven and earth's 
Creator, 
In our deepest darkness rise ; 
Scattering all the night of nature, 
Pouring day upon our eyes. 

2 Still we wait for thine appearing ; 
Life and joy thy beams impart, 

Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Every poor, benighted heart. 

Come, and. manifest thy favor 
To our ruined, guilty race ; 

Come, thou universal Saviour ; 
Come, and bring the gospel grace. 

3 Save us in thy great compassion, 
thou mild, pacific Prince ; 

Give the knowledge of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins : 

By thine all-atoning merit, 
Everv burdened soul release : 

Every weary, wandering spirit, 
.Guide into thy perfect peace. 

Charles Wesley. 
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Adeep in Jesus, 



1 Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep! 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

2 Asleep in Jesus I O how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet I 
With holy confidence to sing, 

That Death hath lost his venomed 
sting. 

3 Asleep in Jesus 1 peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely blest ! 
No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour 
That manifests the Saviour's power. 

4 Asleep in Jesus 1 for me 
May such a blissful refuge be I 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 
Waiting the summons from on high, 

5 Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be; 
But thine is still a blessed sleep, 

I rom which none ever wakes to weep. 

Mrs. lif aigaret Mackay. 
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137 2%e Chrislian'B parting hour, 

1 How sweet the hour of closing day 
When all is peaceful and serene, 

Andwhen the sun, with cloudless ray, 
Sheds mellow luster o'er the sceue 

2 Such is the ^Christianas parting 

hour ; 
So peacefully be sinks to rest. 
When faith, endued from heaven 

with power. 
Sustains and cheers his languid 

breast. 

3 Mark but that radiance of his eye, 
That smile upon his wasted cheek ; 

They tell us of his glory nigh. 

In language that no tongue can 
speak. 

4 A beam from heaven is sent 'to 

cheer 
The pilgrim on his gloomy road ; 
And angels are attending near, 
To bear him to their bright abode. 

5 Who whould not wish to die like 

those 
Whom God's own Spirit deigns to 

bless ? 
To sink into that soft repose. 
Then wake to perfect happiness ? 

William H. Bathorat 
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SWEET BY-AND-BY. 9, 6, 9. 



Jos. V. Websteb, Aitfi. BT S, p. M. 
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2'A« Christian's home. 

1 There's a land that is fairer than 

day, 
And by faith we can see it afar ; 
For the Father waits over the way, 
To prepare us a dwelling place 
there. 

Cho. — In the sweet, by and by, 
we shall meet on that beautiful 
shore, In the sweet by and by 
we shall meet on that beautiful 
shore. 

2 We shall sing on that beautiful 

shore 
The melodious songs of the blest, 
And our spirits shall sorrow no more. 
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest. 
Cho. — In the sweet, &c. 
8 To our bountiful Father above, 

We will oflfer our tribute of praise. 
For the glorious gift of his love, 
And the blessings that hallow our 
days, 
Cho. — In the sweet, <fcc. 

S. Pilimore Bennett, 
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[Tune Manoa, Page 15.] 
139 ^^ heavenly Canaan, 

1 There is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints immortal reign ; 

Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain. 

2 There everlasting spring abides. 
And never-withering flowers ; 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling 

flood 
Stand dressed in living green ; 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood. 
While Jordan rolled between. 

4 Could we but climb where Moses 

stood 
Aud view the landscape o'er. 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's 

cold flood. 
Should fright us from the shore. 
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2^ Aome q( (xorfs ekcl. 
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1 Jerusalem the golden, 
With milk and honey blest, 

Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heait and voice oppressed : 

1 know not, O I know not 
What social joys are there 5 ' 

What radiancy of glory, 

What light beyond compare. 

• 

2 There is the throne of David ; 
And there, from care released. 

The song of them that triumph, 
The shout of them that feast ; 

And they who, with their Leader, 
Have conquered in the fight, 

Forever and forever 

Are clad in robes of white. " 

3 O s\^eet and blessed country. 
The home of God's elect ! 

sweet and blessed country 
That eager hearts expect ! 

Jesus, in mercy bring us 
To that dear land of rest ; 

Who art, with God the Father, 
And Spirit, ever blest. 

Bernard of Cluny. Tr. by J. M. Ncale. 
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Paradise of joy. 



1 For thee, O dear, dear country, 
Mine eyes their vigils keep ; 

For very love, beholding 

Thy happy name, they weep. 

The mention of thy glory 
Is unction to the breast, 

And medicine in sickness, 
And love, and life, and rest, 

2 O one, O only mansion, 
O paradise of joy ! 

Where tears are ever banished, 
And smilt« have no alloy ; 

The Lamb is all thy splendor. 
The Crucified thy praise ; 

His laud and benediction 
Thy ransomed people raise. 

3 Thou hast no shore, fair ccean ; 
Thou hast no time, bright day : 

Dear fountain of refreshment 

To pilgrims far away : 
Upon the Rock of ages 

They raise thy holy tower ; 
Thine is the victor's laurel, 

And thine the golden dower. 

Bernard of Cluny. Tr. By J. M. NeJtla, 
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HOME, SWEET HOME. 11. 
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142 -^^ojTW / Aomc / ^to.'c^, »werf Aomc 

1 'Mid scenes of confusion and creat- 

ure complaints, 
How sweet to the pouI is communion 

with saints \ 
To find at the banquet of mercy 

there's room, 
And feel in the presence of Jesus at 

home. 
Home I home I sweet, sweet home 1 
Prepare me, dear Saviour, for glory, 

my home. 

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the 

children of peace ! 

And, thrice precious Jesus, whose love 
cannot cease, 

Though oft from thy presence in sad- 
ness I roam, 

I long to behold thee in glory, at 
home. 

3 Leigh from this body of sin to be 

free, 

Wluch hinders my ji>y and com- 
munion with thee ; 

Though now my temptation like bil- 
lows may foam. 

All, all will be peace, when Vm 
with thee at home. 



4 While here in the valley of conflict 

I stay, 
give me submission, and strength 

as my day ; 
In all my afflictions to thee would I 

come, 
Eejoicing in hope of my glorious 

home. 

5 Whatever thou deniest, give me 

thy grace. 
The Sidrit's sure witness, and smiles 

of thy face ; 
Endue me with patience to wait at 

thy throne. 
And find, even now, a sweet foretaste 

of home. 

6 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beau- 

ties to shine ; 
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine; 
And in. thy dear image arise from 

the tomb, 
With glorified millions to praise thee 

at home. 
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143 American NationcJ Hymn. 

1 My country ! 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land ot liberty, 

Of thee I sing : 
Land where my fathers died ! 
Land of the pilgrims' pride ! 
From every mountain side 

Let freedom ring ! 

2 My native country, thee, 
Laud of the noble, free. 

Thy name I love ; 
I love thy i-ocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills ; 
My heart with rapture thrills 

Like that above. 

3 Let music sr/ell the breeze, . 
And ring irom all the trees 

Sweet freedom's song : 
Let mortal tongues awake ; 
Ijet all that breathe partake ; 
Let rocks their silence break, 

The sound prolong. 

4 Our fathers' God ! to tliee, 
Author of liberty, 

To tlice we sing : 
Long may our land be brighf 
With freedom's holy light ; 
Protect us by thy might, 

Great God, our King ! 

bamucl F. SliaiUi. 
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God save Ihe QiLcen. 



1 God save our gracious queen, 
Long live our noble Queen, 

God save the Queen. 
Send her victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the Queen. 

2 0, Lord our God ! arise, 
Scatter her enemies, 

And make them fall ! 
Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks. 
On her our hearts we fix, 

God save us all f 

3 Thy choicest gifts in store, 
On fair Victoria pour, 

Long may she reign ! 
May she defend our law.?, 
And ever give us cause 
To sing with heart and voice, 

God save the Queen 1 
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145 ^ "^^^ Mission, 

1 If you cannot on the ocean 
Sail among the swiftest fleet, 

Rocking on the highest billows, 
Laughing at the storms you meet, 

You can stand among the sailors. 
Anchored yet within the bay, 

You can lend a hand to help them 
As they launch their boat away. 

2 If you are too weak to journey 
Up the mountain steep and high, 

You can stand within the valley, 
AVhile the multitude go by ; 

You can chant in happy measure. 
As they slowly pass along ; 

Though they may forget the singer, 
They will not forget the song. 

3 If you have not gold or silver 
Ever readj^ to command ; 

If you cannot toward the needy 
Keach and ever open hand. 

You can visit the afflicted. 
O'er the erring you can weep ; 

You can be a true disciple 
Sitting at the Savior's feet. 



146 '®' ^^^^ ^^ 8j,rinkle many noUions, 

Iv Saviour, sprinkle many nations, 

Fruitful let thy sorrows be ; * 

By thy pains and consolations, 

Draw the Gentiles unto thee : 
Of thy cross the wondrous story, . 

Be it to the nations told ; 
Let them see thee in thy glory, 

And thy mercy manifold. 

2 Far and wide, though all unknowing, 
• Pants for thee each mortal breast; 
Human tears for thee are flowing, 

Human hearts in thee would rest ; 
Thirsting, as for dews of even. 

As the new-mown grass for rain. 
Thee they seek, jis God of heaven. 

Thee, as Man for sinners slain. 

3 Saviour, lo ! the ides are waiting. 
Stretched the hand, and strained the sight, 
For the Spirit, new creating 

Love/s pure flame arid wisdom's light; 
Give the word, and of the preacher 
S|)eed the foot, and touch the tongue, 
Till on earth by every creature 
Glory to the Lamb be sung. 

A. Cleveland Coxe. 
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ONWARD CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS 



A. S. BwLtrxa, 
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J47 Onwardf Christian soldiers, 

1 Onward, Christian soldiers ! 
Marching as to war, 

With the cross of Jesus 

Going on befoie, 
Christ, the royal Master, 
Leads against the foe ; 
Forward into battle, 
See, his banners go ! 

Onward, Christian soldiers ! 

Marcliing as to war, 
With the cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 

2 At the. sign of triumph 
Satan's host doth flee ; 

On, then, Christian soldiers, 

On to victory ! 
Hell's foundations quiver 

At the bhout of praise ; 



Brothers, lift your voices, 
Loud your anthems raise. 

3 Like a mighty army 
Moves the Church of God ; 

Brothers, we are treading 
Where the saints have trod ; 

We are not divided, 
All one body we, 

One in hope and doctrine. 
One in charity. 

4 Onward, then, ye people 1 
Join our happy throng, 

Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph-song ; 
Glory, laud, and honor 

Unto Christ the King, 
This through countless ages 

Men and angels sing. 

Sabm0 Boriag-Govld* 
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Sariourf we come to ihee. 



1 Saviour, we come to thee, 
In lowly prayer, 
Here, at they mercy-seat, 



Leaving our care. 



2 Thau wilt forgive our sin. 
Kindly receive ; 

Speak thou in tender tones ; . 
Lord, we believe. 

3 Saviour, we come to thee, - 
With grateful praise, 
Thanks for the blessings sweet, 
Crowning our days. 

4 Praise for thy boundless grace, 
Unfailing might, 

Thanks that thy smile can cheer 
Sorrow's dark night. 

5 Saviour, we come to thee, 
Drawn by thy love; 
Help us to love thee more, 
All friends above. 

6 0, bind our hearts to thee, 
Teach us thy will ; 

Now may thy precious word 
Like dews distill. 



[Tune Webb, Page 43] 

Duvid Denhaoi. 

149 Eridwing hardness as gr^ soldiers. 

1 Go iorward. Christian soldier, 
Beneath His banner true : 

The Lord himself, thy Leader, 
Shall all thy foes subdue. 

His love foretells thy trials. 
He knows thine hourly need ; 

He can, with bread of heaven, 
Thy fainting spirit feed^ 

2 Go forward. Christian soldier, 
Fear not the secret foe ; 

Far more are o'er thee watching 
Than human eyes can know. 

Trust only Christ, thy Captain, 
Cease not to watch an<l pray ; 

Heed not the treacherous voices, 
That lure thy soul astray. 

3 Go forward. Christian soldier, 
Nor dream of peaceful rest. 

Till Satan's host is vanquished, 
And heaven is all possessed; 

Till Christ himself shall call thee 
To lay thine armor by. 

And wear, in endless glory. 
The crown of victory. 

Laurenoe Tatietl. 



S 



7e 






150 ^N THE SECRET OF HIS PRESENCE 



Gio. C. STEimiKE 




1. In the se-cret of His pres-ence how my soul de- lights to hide! 

2. When my soul is faint and thirst -y, 'neath the shad-ow of His wing 

3. On - ly this I know : I tell Him all my doubts, my griefs and fears ; 

4. Would you like to know the sweetness of the se-cret of the Led? 
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Oh, how precious are the lesrsons which I learn at Je-sus side! Earthly 
There is cool and pleasant shel-ter, and a refreshing cr)stal spring; And my 
Oh, how pa-t'cnt-ly He list -ens! and my drooping soul He cheers; Do you 
Go and hide beneath His shad-ow: this shall then be your reward; And when- 
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IN THE SECRET OF HIS PRESENCE 



Geo. C. 8T1.BBBIEB. 




cares can nev-er vex me, neither tri-als lay me low; For when Satan comes to 
Saviour rests be -side me, as we hold communion sweet: If I tried, I could not 
think He ne'er reproves me ? what a false friend He would be, If He nev-er, nev-er 
e'er you leave the si-lence of that happy meeting place, You must mind and bear the 






J|i>/ J' J'J'l J ii^ll h^ jlj 1 



tempt me, to the se-cret place I go, to the se-cret place I go. 
ut-ter what He says when thus we meet, what He says when thus we meet, 
told me of the sins which He must see, of the sins which He must see. 
im-age of the Mas-ter in your face, of the Mas-ter in your face. 
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J5]^ Eeverential culorailon. 

1 Before Jehovah's awful tlirone, 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and he destroy. 

2 His sovereign power, without our 

aid. 
Made us of clay, and formed us 

men; 
And when like wandering sheep we 

strayed, 
He brought us to his fold again, 

3 We'll crowd thy gates with thank- 

in I songs, 
High as Uie heavens our voices 

raise; 
And earth, with her ten thousand 

tongues. 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding 

praise. 

4 Wide as the world is thy com- 

mand ; 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 
Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to 

move. 

iMao Watts, Alt. By J. Wesley. 
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152 G^^ol inviiatim io praise Ood. 

1 From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator'n praise arise ; 

Let the Eedeemer's name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal tnith attends thy word : 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to 

shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

3 Your lofty themes, ye mortals, 

bring ; 
In songs of praise divinely sing ; 
The great salvation loud proclaim, 
And shout for joy the Saviom'^s name. 

4 In every land begin the song ; 
To every land the strains belong : 
In cheerful sounds all voices raise, 
And fill the world with loudest praise. 

Isaac WRttf 
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Xea<2, A;tnc2/^ lAghL 



1 Lead, kindly Idght amid the 

encircling gloom, 
Lead thou me on ! The night is 

dark, and I am far from home ; 
Lead thou me on ! Keep thou ray 

feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough 

for me. 

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed 

that thou shouldst lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path ; 

but now 
Lead thou me on ! 
I loved the garish day, and, spite of 

fears. 
Pride tuled my will. Remember 

not past years ! 

3 So long thy power hath blest me, 

sure it still 
Will lead me on 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and 

torrent, till 
The night is gone, 
And with the morn those angel faces 

smile 
Which I have loved long since, 

and lost av/hile ! 

Jolia n. Kcngnajs^ 



PF 



2z: 



p 



SU. 



zz: 






154 



[C. M. Tune, Evan, Page 41.] 
M:ening-8oli(ude. 



1 I LOVE to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care. 

And spend the hours of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer*- 

2 I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear, 

And all his promises to plead 
Where none but God can hear. 

3 I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore. 

And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On him whom I adore. 

4 I love by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 

The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests driven. 

5 Thusj when life's toilsome day is 

o'er, 
May its departing ray 

Be calm as this impressive hour, 

And lead to endless day. 

Mre.Tlcelje IT. Bxotd.- 
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155 SAVED BY GRACE. 



ObO. 0. S»?B8!ll!f1. 






1. Some day the sil - ver cord will break. And I no more as now shall sing; 

2. Someday my earth - ly house will fall, I can-not tell how soon 'twill be, 

'^. Some day; till then t'" watch and wait * Vlamp aUtrim^^'d andburn-ingb'^'^'^t, 
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But, O, the joy when 1 shall wake With -in the pal -ace of the King! 
But this I know — my All in All Has now a place in heav*nfor. me. 
That when rhy Sav - iour ope'sthe gate, My soul to Him may take its flight, 
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Sto - ry — Saved by grace ; And I shall see Him face to 

shall see 
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And tell the sto - ry — Saved by 



81 



158 THOUGrt YOUR SINS BE AS SCARLET. 



Duet. OerUly, 
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W. H. DoAKX. 

-2- 



fai 



1. " Tho' your sins be as scar-let, Hiey shall be as white as snow ; as snow; 

2. Hear the voice that entreats you, Oh, return ye un - to God ! to God ! 

3. He'll forgivte your trans-gressions. And remember them no more; no more ; 




QUARTET. 
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Tho' they be red like crimson. They shall be as wool;** 

He' is of great com-pas-sion, And of wondrous love 

y " Look un - to me, .-. ye peo-ple," Saith the Lord your God; 
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Tho' they be red 



QUARTET. / 




* Tho* your sins be as scar-let, Tho* your sins be as scar -let, 
Hear the voice that en -treats you, Hear the voice that en -treats you, 
He'll for - give your transgressions. He'll for -give your trans-gressions. 








p Bit. 




They shall be as white as snow. They shall be as white as snow. 
Oh, re - turn ye un - to God ! Oh, re - turn ye un - to God ! 
And re - mem - ber them no more. And re - mem - ber them no more. 
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157 SUNSHINE m THE SOUL. 



Jho. B. Bweitbt* 
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1. There's sun-shine in my soul to-day, More glo - ri - ous and bright 

2. There's mu - sic in my soul to-day, A car - ol to my King, 

3. There's gladness in my soul to-day, And hope, and praise, and love. 
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Than glows in an - y earth-ly sky. For Je r sus is my light. 

And Je - sus, list - en - ing, can hear. The songs I can - not sing. 

For bless-ings which he gives me now. For joys "laid up" a - bove. 
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Oh, there's sun ----- shine. Bless- ed sun - - - - shine, 

sun-shine in the soul, sun - shin in the soul. 
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"Willie the peace - ful, hap - py mo - ments roll; When 

hap - py Aio - ments roll. 




Je - sus shows his sipi!-ir>'^ face There is sun-shine in the soul. 
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Japanese national hymn. 
(kimi qa yo.) 5, 7, 6, 7, 7. 

Adagio. 



Fbom An OLD Japahssb Mblodt. 
Har. bt F. Eoxsbt. 
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Kimi ga jo wa Chijo ni Yachiyo nl Sazareishi no Iwawo to nari te Koke no masa made. 

A thousand years of happy reign be thine ; 

Buie on, mj lord, till what are pebbles now 

Bj age united to mighty rocks shall grow 

.Whose venerable sides the moss doth line. 

Ghambebliik« 



169 VIRUM POLORUM. 



Ebv. William Ffxtow. 
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Isaiah liii. 

1 He is despised and re- 1 jected of | men ; || a man of sorrows and no | quainted I with — | grief. 

2 And we hid as it were our | faces | from him; {| he was despised, and | we es- 1 teemed him | 

not. 

3 Surely he hath borne onr griefs, and | carried our | sorrows : || yet we did esteem, him stricken^ 

I smitten of | God, — and af- j flicted. 

4 But he was wounded for | our trans- 1 gressions, |{ he was bruised for | our in- | iqui- | ties; 

5 The chastisement of our peace | was up- | on Kim, || an^ with his stripes— | we are | healed. 

6 All we like sheep have | gone a- | stray ; || we have turned every | one to | his own | way ; 

7 And the Lord hath | laid on | him || the in- | iquity | of us | all. 

8 When thou shalt make his soul an | offering^-for | sin, || he shall see his seed, he | sliall pro- 1 

long his days, 

9 And the p'easure of the Lord shall prosper | in his \ hand. || lie shall see of the travail of his 

goal, aud | shidi be | satis- 1 fied. 
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GLORIA PATRI. 



Crarlib M^nfFKi; 




Glo - ry be to the father, and to the Son, and to the Ho - ly Ghost, as it 
was in the be-gin-ning, is now, and ev-er shall be, world with-out end. A-men. A-men, 

161 DOMINUS REGIT ME. Lowell Mason. 
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1 The Lord is my Shepherd ; I I shall not | want; || he maketh me to lie down in green 

pastures ; he leadeth me bes'ds the | still — | waters. 

2 He restoreth my soul ; he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his | 

name's — | sake. || Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
1 will fear no evil, for thou art with me ; thy rod and thy staff | they — | conifort me. 

3 ITiou preparest a table before me, in the presence of mine enemies ; thou anointest my 

head with oil ; my [ cup ~ " runneth | over. || Surely goodness and mercy shall follow 
me all the daj-s of my life ; and I will dwell in the house of the 1 Lord for- | ever. i| 
A- 1 men. 



162 VENITE AD ME. 



Unknown. 
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1 Come unto me, all ye that labor and are I heavy- | laden, |1 and | I will | give you 1 rest, 

2 Fake my yoke upon you, and learn of me ; for I am meek and | lowly ' " in | heart : || 

and ye shall find | rest' 'unto [ your — | souls. 

3 lor my yoke is easy, and my | burden ' Ms 1 light, || for my yoke is easy, I and my | 

burden' 'is | light 

4 And the Spirit and the Bride say, Come. And let him that \ heareth,' "say, | Come. || 

And let him that is athirst corne ; and whosoevei will, let him take the | water' * 
• of I life — I ficely. A- 1 men. 
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DOXOLOGIES 
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1 L. M. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

Thomas Ken. 



2 CM. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it "was, is now, 

And «hall be evermore I 

Tate and Brady. 
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CM. 



The God of mercy be adored. 
Who calls our souls from death. 

Who saves by his redeeming word, 
And new-creating breath ; 

To praise the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit all.divine, — 

The One in Three, and Three in One- 
Let saints and angels join. 

iMao Wattet 



S.M. 



To God, the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, One in Three, 

Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And shall forever be. 



John Wesley. 
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5 L. M. 

Immortal honor, endless fame, 
Attend the almighty Father's name : 
The Saviour Son be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption died ; 
And equal adoration be, 
Eternal Comforts, to thee ! 

John Dryden. 



6 L. JP. M. 

Now lo the great and sacred Throe, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be 

Eternal praise and glory given. 
Through all the worlds where God is known 
By all the angels near the throne, 

And all the saints in earth and heaven. 

7 H. M. 

To God the Father's throne 
Your highest honors raise ; 
Glory to God the Son ; 
To God the Spirit, praise : 
With all our powers, eternal King, 
Thy everlasting praise we sing. 

Isaac Watts, alt* 
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0. P. M. 



To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom heaven's triumphant host 

And saints on earth adore ; 
Be glory as in ages past, 
As now it is, and so shall last. 

When time shall be no more ! 

Tate and Brady. 
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7. 



Sing we to our God above. 

Praise eternal as his love ; 

Praise him, all ye heavenly host. 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

Charles Wesley, 

10 7, 61 

Praise the name of God most high ; 
Praise him, all below the sky ; 
Praise him, all ye heavenly host. 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost I 
As through countless ages past, 
Evermore his praise shall last. 

UnknowB* 
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